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O HOLLY AND IVY. 

have early learned to love the Lord Jesus Christ, 
and are earnestly longing to have something to 
do for Him. When He was here on earth He 
took the little children in His own arms and 
blessed them. He cares for them still, and looks 
down on them with compassionate love, but He 
looks to His people to comfort them. 

It was because there were so many poor little 
children to be comforted that The Birds' Nest 
was opened ; and it was because so many dear 
children in happy homes wanted to help, that we 
formed what we call the Children's Association, 
to the members of which this little book is dedi- 
cated. 

The Association was formed in the year 1860, 
and at the end of the year I found that the chil- 
dren had sent in no less than thirty-five pounds ! 
This success led me to form large expectations, 
and I looked forward to the next year with the 
hope that we should get one hundred pounds ! 
On making up the accounts at the close of the 
year, I was delighted to find that my large expec- 
tations had not only been realized, but that they 
were not large enough, for I found we had one 
hundred and eleven pounds! so we went on 
working with glad hearts. Many little plans 
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were laid to interest children and get new col- 
lectors ; several times we invited all within reach 
to tea, and then we had nice addresses for them ; 
but as there are many children working at a great 
distance, meetings are not enough, so a small 
book is written every year, which we call the 
children's part of the report ; it has a picture 
on the back like the cards, and it is small enough 
to be inclosed in letters. We also write news of 
The Birds' Nest in a little magazine which is 
largely circulated in England, called "Erin's 
Hope," so that even if the members of the Asso- 
ciation get no information besides that which is 
printed, they would be well supplied ; but they 
often write to the secretary for more news, for 
some of them have taken up special children to 
collect for, and they want to know about their 
individual pets. Many of these dear working 
children are so small, that they have to make 
out letters in printed characters ; and some even 
get others to write for them. It is a comfort to 
know that Jesus does not despise the day of small 
things. He welcomes the very least into His 
great army of working soldiers. There are none 
too young, none too small to work for Him. 
True, each can do only a little, but when all the 
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little rills run together they make a great stream 
of blessing, so great that the accounts of 1862 
show that the children and their secretary gathered 
together no less than two hundred and eighty- 
nine pounds. 

But though the children have done much, it 
is not yet a fourth of what is wanted for the 
daily expenditure of such an institution. In this 
great work there is room enough for all, and we 
would earnestly call upon all those into whose 
hands this book may fall, to come forward and 
help. We know there are many calls upon the 
purse of charity, but amongst the many claiming 
the sympathies of those whom God has made 
stewards of His bounty, homes for the destitute 
must ever take a high place. And why ? Be- 
cause our Father in heaven comforts His dying 
people with the sweet promise, " Leave Thy 
fatherless children, and I will preserve them 
alive ; and let thy widows trust in Me." — 
Because the only-begotten Son, in His wondrous 
life on earth, left us an example that we should 
love little children. — Because when in His risen 
body, He talked with His disciples, and would 
have from Peter a proof of constant love, He 
said, " Feed my lambs 1" Now He is gone and 
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we are left to follow out the path He traced ; 
and as, alone or in companies, His servants tread 
that path, He looks down with a kindly eye and 
sympathizing heart. Oh ! let us never forget, 
that in caring for the orphan, we are working 
for Him who took a little child and set him by 
Him, that we have a smile from Him who said, 
" Suffer little children to come unto Me." Oh ! 
then — 

" Aim to be like Jesus ; walk with God, 
Look up to learn your heavenly Father's will- 
Look round the earth on which your Saviour trod — 
And when you find a child of sorrow, ill, 
Forlorn, and helpless, toiling up the hill, 
Be thou a loving angel, and thy face, 
In tending it, shall shine as angels' do ; 
As shine those sons of light in that high place 
Hid for a little while from mortal view, 
Where, if you follow Christ, you'll be an angel too." 

The Birds' Nest shelters one hundred and 
fifty of these " forlorn and helpless w ones. They 
have been taken out from the wide world, and 
brought together, not without many fears that 
funds might not come in for their support. But 
the cases were so pressing, that one after another 
the Committee could not refoaa \ ^sA^ws^ S&^ 
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that He who caused twelve baskets of fragments 
to remain after the multitude had fed on five 
barley loaves, would also cause a blessing to rest 
on the " basket and store " of the The Birds' 
Nest, if only the children were received in His 
name. 

So the poor little friendless ones have found a 
home on earth, where they are being trained for 
a Home in glory — 

"A home so happy and so bright, — 

A home of rest above — 
Where clothed in raiment pure and white 

In that sweet home of love, 
No more a ragged orphan wild, 

But dressed in white array, 
Our God shall own the homeless child, 

And wipe its tears away." 
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" Is there a thing beneath the skies 
O'er which the gentle Saviour yearns, 
Which finds such favour in His eyes, 
Whose tearful cry He never spurns ? 
It is that little thing so wild, 
A poor, neglected, lonely child. 

teach that little one to sing 
The numbers tuneful, soft and clear, 
Hosanna to the Shepherd bring, 
Such as that Shepherd loves to hear — 
Such as He heard when meek He rode 
To Salem, His ordain'd abode. 

Such as His gracious ear again 
Shall welcome from young hearts set free, 
Whom Thou hast rescued from the chain 
Of sin and woe ; hast taught to flee 
To Him who left yon heavenly land 
To take a wanderer by the hand." 
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CHAPTER II. 

" And Elisha said, I pray thee let a double portion of 

THY SPIRIT BE UPON ME."— 2 Kings H. 9. 

It was in the month of July, 1859, four ladies 
were sitting together in a small room in one of 
the back streets of Dublin. They were met to 
arrange the weekly business of a Home for 
Destitute Girls, and to see those who wished for 
admission. 

There were many came that day seeking a 
shelter, girls who had no place to call " home," 
who had slept, some of them, for many a night, 
in the damp air, crouched in some doorway, or 
perhaps an open shed, and as many as they could 
those ladies received in the name of Jesus. 

But amongst the applicants came a woman 
bringing a little girl of three years of age. She 
had been deserted by her mother a year before, 
and this woman, poor as she was, had taken her 



HOLLY AND IVY. 13 

to her heart and home ; but now worse poverty 
had come upon her, she could keep the little one 
no longer. It was not the first time such little 
ones had come there. Once two little ones came 
hand in hand, their poor little bodies scarcely 
covered with wretched rags, their hair tangled, 
their faces unwashed, and as they stood together 
they looked round with a wondering, half- 
frightened air, and their faces, which ought to 
have been bright with smiles and fun, were 
marked by a serious, careworn look, very sad to 
see in such little things. Their mother was 
dead, and their father was gone, and they had 
no home and no food but the breakfast they got 
in the Ragged School. But these two, and many 
others, had been sent away because the Home 
was for great girls ; there was no room for 
little ones. But now the sad case of the little 
Delia touched the heart of one of the ladies 
very deeply ; and Jesus, who longs to have the 
little ones come to Him, put into her heart a 
thought : — " We must have a Home for the 
poor little ones," she said. "There are many 
children to whom God has given plenteously, 
and they will gather the money to feed them, 
and so the rich and the poor atnow^k ^ssa 
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lambs of the fold will be united together, and 
God will be glorified." The woman was told 
to call again with Delia, and something should 
be done. 

That day the ladies sat long together, and 
they asked God's blessing on the work of their 
hands. Before they separated, the youngest 
amongst them, the one into whose heart the 
thought came, had determined that she would 
be responsible for the new " Home ; " "It shall 
be in the country," she said, " and we will call 
it 'The Birds' Nest.'" 

The first thing this good lady did was to 
write an article in the little magazine called 
" Erin's Hope," telling of the new idea, and 
asking children to help ; and then a committee 
of four ladies was formed. 

It was some little time before a suitable 
house could be found, but at last one was dis- 
covered up a little country road near Kings- 
town. It belonged to a kind gentleman, who, 
when he knew what it was wanted for, charged 
a very low rent. It was just the thing for a 
nest of birdies, snug and small, and having 
roses climbing up the small porch, as you will 
see in the picture on the title page. 
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The house wanted some repairs, and the 
introduction of gas pipes before it would be 
ready to be inhabited ; but however, by the 
end of September all was finished, and the 
ladies assembled in the new Nest. The first 
thing they did was to kneel down to thank 
God that He had so far helped them, and to 
pray that a great blessing might rest upon 
that Home, and that it might be a nursery for 
heaven. Then they chose a nice motherly 
woman for a matron, and little Delia was 
brought in and adopted as the first nestling ; 
then came another girl, a little older, and a 
boy and girl (brother and sister) ; thus we had 
four to begin with, and very happy they were 
in their. Home. 

We could not afford to buy bedsteads, but 
every child had a little sack, filled with straw, 
laid on the floor with a pair of sheets and 
blankets, and as we admitted more children 
into the Nest, the number of these little beds 
increased, till at last they were so thickly laid, 
side by side, that it was with difficulty we 
could step about the rooms ; there were forty 
children. 

Week after week the committee of The Birds' 
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Nest met ; and week' after week they met with 
two great difficulties ; one was, that money did 
not come in as fast as it was wanted, but for 
this there was a remedy, — prayer and work. 
The other difficulty was, how to refuse the 
multitude of poor children who pressed for 
admission ; it was so very hard to turn them 
away, and think that they must continue to 
wander the streets, faint and weary; and the 
ladies prayed very much for guidance. They 
felt as if God was saying to them, " Take these 
children and nurse them for Me, I will give 
you money." And so they determined that as 
soon as possible they would build a Home 
which would hold one hundred and fifty, and 
they would write down in a book the cases of 
the children who were left without, that as 
soon as there was room they might all be 
taken in. 

The little children who had found a home 
in The Birds' Nest were very busy, and very 
happy. They rose early in the morning, and 
dressed and washed themselves. Then there 
were beds to make, and rooms to sweep ; after 
which they assembled in a long room at the 
back of the house for prayer. ^ After comfort- 
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able, warm breakfasts of cocoa and bread, hats 
and bonnets were brought out, and the little 
party set off two and two, followed by their 
kind matron to the mission school, and in 
many a home, as they passed, kind voices said 
" Here come the children," and kind faces 
looked out upon them and blessed them, and 
the clatter of forty pairs of wooden clogs was 
a constant reminder to collectors to be up and 
doing. 

But the clatter of the clogs was heard by 
enemies too. There were some who were an- 
gry because] the children were taken by Pro- 
testants, and taught the Bible. They would 
break up The Nest if they could, and many a 
scheme was laid for the purpose. 

The children knew they had enemies, and 
that they were always in danger ; but they 
knew God as their Father, they knew they were 
safe only under His protection, and so they 
learned to trust in God. Up in the dormi- 
tories at night they met for prayer, and a few 
trees in the garden formed a tabernacle where 
these dear children often met with God. Fre- 
quently in the play-time the voice of mirth 
would be stopped, and you might hear sweet 
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children's voices joining in a hymn. And 
then the music would cease, and the voice of 
one after another might be heard in earnest 
prayer. 

About this time, the children's friend who 
had determined to have The Nest, wrote a very 
nice hymn for them, suited to their peculiar 
circumstances. She meant it to be sung to 
the tune of " Uncle Ned," a negro melody. 
She always liked lively tunes for the children, 
because the little ones could learn them. 

" I saw in a valley a happy little flock, 
They lie in a pleasant fold ; 
The Shepherd who owns them is kind and good, 
He loves them with love untold. 

Come all ye who hear, who hear, 
Come, and never fear : 
There's room for all, 
And the Shepherd doth call, 
Oh, come, and be happy here I 

Those sheep were lost and wandering once, 

And the wolf went about to destroy ; 
But the Shepherd sought them through wood, 
waste, and hill, 
And brought them here with joy. 
Come all, &c. 
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He made them a fold under green, green trees, 

Which healing leaves do bear, 
Close by the stream of the water of life, 

And he leads His saved ones there. 
Come all, &c. 

The Shepherd saved those lost wandering sheep, 
For He fought with their cruel foe ; 

And in His blood, then shed for them, 
He washed them as white as snow. 
Come all, &c. 

And He will take them one happy, happy day, 

To a fairer, lovelier home, 
. Across the mountains, far, far away, 
Where the wolf no more can roam. 
Come all, &c. 

Come, young and old, to this happy Gospel fold, 

To this tender Shepherd's care, 
For none can go to that lovely distant home, 

Till His saving grace they share. 

Come all ye who hear, who hear, 
Come, and never fear : 
There's room for all, 
And the Shepherd doth call, 
Oh, come, and be happy here." 

But, almost before the children had learned 
the hymn, their dear friend was called by the 
Good Shepherd to His fold above. Brightly 
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and beautifully had her light shone on earth, 
and Wt too soon for us who were left behind 
was she called away, but we tried to say, " Thy 
will be done." 

The children of the Birds' Nest were not 
the only rescued ones who mourned her loss. 
When her death was announced, the Ragged 
School was a place of weeping. She was a 
daughter of the late Archbishop Whately, and 
though lately married, died at her father's house. 
Some time before her death, she had expressed 
a wish that her funeral might have none of 
the usual pomp about it, but that her dear 
poor people might be her mourners. When 
she was gone, her father remembered her 
wish. A plain hearse left the palace door, 
with just two mourning carriages, but on the 
way to the family burying-place, four miles 
out of town, the procession increased. There 
were the Scripture Readers and teachers of the 
Irish Church Mission Society, a sorrowing 
troop of boys and girls from the schools, and 
a group of mothers, with their babies in their 
arms, who had formed her Sunday School 
class. These and many others joined the train, 
and filled the church. Then all assembled 
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round the grave, and listened to a solemn address 
by the missionary, and, as well as they could for 
tears, they all sang — 

" Shall we ever all meet again ? 
Yes we may all meet again, 
If not on earth, in heaven we may all meet again. 

Shall we ever all wear a crown ? 
Yes, we may all wear a crown, 
If not on earth, in heaven we may all wear a 
crown. 

Tears shall be all wiped away, 
If not on earth, in heaven tears shall be all wiped 
away." 

It was a solemn scene, and many a heart too 
sorrowful to join in the singing was raised in 
prayer that the spirit of love so richly given 
to the departed one might fall on others, that 
the destitute ones might not be forgotten, and 
so it came to pass that many hearts were 
stirred up, and it was determined that the 
new building to be erected for The Birds' Nest 
should be a monument to the memory of Mrs. 
George Wale. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

11 He makkth the storm a calm." — Psalm cvii. 29. 

We have spoken of the enemies of these dear 
children ; we had often thought that* some at- 
tack might be made upon them, but for seven 
months they were allowed to come and go un- 
molested, and we began to think it would 
always be so, and perhaps we were forgetting 
who it is that sends the peace and quietness, 
and so trial came. 

On Sunday night, May the 6th, about half- 
past eight, when the little children were just 
going to bed, a rattling sound was heard on 
the roof, then another, then another, and then 
a window was broken by the blow of a large 
stone. 

The stones seemed to be coming from the 
front, and so the matron gathered the children 
together in the back. They were very much 
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frightened, but they knew God could defend 
them, and they knelt in prayer. The pelting 
of stones continued two whole hours, and in 
the morning was renewed ; but not a child 
was hurt. 

On Tuesday evening, as the children were 
sitting at their supper in the back room, a 
large stone came in at the window, just grazed 
the ear of one child, and passed close to the 
mistress's head as she was stooping down. 
It was very remarkable that the little ones 
who usually sat along that window had been 
put to bed an hour before their usual time. 
Had they been there one at least must have 
been killed. See how God watches over His 
children, and guides them even in small things ! 
On Wednesday four extra police were sent to 
guard the house, two in front, and two at the 
back. The pelting ceased, and it was never 
discovered who threw the stones ; but when 
ladders were got to clear the roof, thirty-two 
stones were found, some five and a half pounds 
weight ! It was very wonderful that no little 
child was hurt. No, not wonderful / Does 
not Jesus say, " The very hairs of your head 
are all numbered ? * 
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A few days after this storm I was at The 
Birds' Nest, and talking to the children about 
it, I said, " But how is it no one was hurt ? " 
They all looked very serious, and one little 
girl said, "Sure, Ma'am, it was the Lord took 
care of us ! n 

Ah ! the little children of The Birds' Nest 
have learned to feel how strong God is ; and 
they rely upon the promise written in the 
ninety-first psalm — " He shall cover thee with 
His feathers, and under His wings shalt thou 
trust." 
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" Yea, fear not — fear not, little ones ; 
There is in Heaven an eye 
That looks with yearning fondness down 
On every path you try. 

'Tis He who guides the sparrow's wing, 

And guards her little brood ; 
Who hears the ravens when they cry, 

And fills them all with food. 

Tis Ho who clothes the fields with flowers, 

And pours the light abroad ; 
'Tis He who numbers all your hours, 

Your Father and your God. 
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Ye are the chosen of His love, 

His most peculiar care ; 
And will He guide the fluttering dove, 

And not regard your prayer ? 

Nay, fear not — fear not, little ones ; 

There is in heaven an eye 
That looks with yearning fondness down 

On all the paths you try. 

He'll keep you when the storm is wild, 

And when the flood is near ; 
Oh, trust Him, trust Him, little child, 

And you have nought to fear." 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

" Thy will be done." 

If you think what misery many of our little 
birdies have gone through before they are 
taken into the Nest, you will not be surprised 
when I tell you that we have a good deal of 
sickness, and many of them continue delicate 
for some time after they are taken in. But it 
was not till the early summer of 1860 that 
one died. Measles broke out amongst the 
children, many of them took it, but only one 
was dangerously ill. This was little Nanny 
Slattery, a dear child of about six years of 
age. It was Saturday night when the doctor 
said there was no hope, but Nanny was not 
at all afraid to die. On Sunday she was sing- 
ing her favourite hymn, " Come to Jesus," in 
quite a loud voice. Many times during the 
day she clasped her little hands in prayer, 
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murmuring portions of the Lord's prayer, — 
" Father in heaven, Thy will be done ; forgive 
our trespasses." 

In the middle of Sunday night she died. 
When the other children got up in the morn- 
ing, they felt very sad to think that one was 
entirely gone away, but their sadness was 
mixed up with joy, for they knew Nanny was 
with Jesus, and they could not help feeling 
as if they themselves were a little nearer hea* 
ven than they were before. On Tuesday morn- 
ing the body was to be buried, and a little grave 
was prepared in a corner of the old graveyard 
around the ruins of the Kill of the Grange. 

The sun was shining bright and warm, 
and the birds were singing in the budding 
trees, and as we waited in the grave-yard we 
thought of the resurrection morning, when 
those graves shall be opened, and the bodies 
of Christ's people shall arise, beautiful and 
glorious. This was a joyful thought. Then 
we looked at the many grave-stones placed 
over Roman-catholics who had been buried 
hoping for nothing better than purgatory ; and 
we mourned there should be so many still 
living in the like ignorance. 
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But while we thought on these things there 
came a sound of solemn singing, and looking 
towards the road we saw the funeral proces- 
sion. The coffin, borne by eight of the school- 
boys in turn, was followed by thirty little 
children of the Nest, and many more school- 
fellows with the teachers. As they walked 
along they sang sweet hymns, and when they 
wound up the little green lane and entered the 
church-yard, they were met by a missionary 
clergyman the children all loved very much. 
Then all assembled round the grave, and when 
the service had been read, and the little coffin 
put down, a few solemn, earnest words were 
spoken to the children, and they sang " Come 
to Jesus," and " Shall we ever meet again ?" 
and the little ones went home, solemnly sing- 
ing as they went. We felt very thankful that 
the first death should be such a happy one; 
we feel quite sure that little Nanny Slattery is 
in heaven. 
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Every morning the red sun 

Rises warm and bright ; 
But the evening cometh on, 

And the dark, cold night. 
There's a bright land far away, 
Where 'tis everlasting day. 

Every Spring the sweet young flowers 

Open fresh and gay, 
Till the chilly Autumn hours 

Wither them away. 
There's a land we have not seen, 
Where the trees are always green. 

Little birds sing songs of praise, 

All the Summer long ; 
But in colder, shorter days, 

They forget their song. 
There's a place where angels sing 
Ceaseless praises to their King. 

Christ the Lord is ever near 

Those who follow Him ; 
But we cannot see Him here, 

For our eyes are dim. 
There is a most happy place, 
Where men always see His face. 

Who shall go to that fair land ? 

Those who love the right ; 
Holy children there shall stand, 

In their robes of white : 
For that heaven so bright and blest 
Is our everlasting rest. — S&wtaJU 
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CHAPTER V. 

"And Abraham galled the name op that place Je- 
hovah-jibe^" — Gen. xxii. 14. 

Fob some time money had come in pretty- 
well for " The Birds' Nest," but as the number 
of children increased it became difficult to get 
enough, and sometimes our faith began to fail, 
but we knew we were in the right path, and 
so we felt that God would sometime give us a 
blessing. However, it was necessary to work, 
and in the month of July we had a sale of 
work in the open air. Some pretty gardens 
were lent to us, and we got three tents erected, 
in two of which we displayed our wares, the 
other was for the band to make music. We 
thought it would be nice to have the children 
there, that friends might see them, so they 
came dressed in their blue frocks and white 
pinafores, the boys in blue pinafores and straw 
hats. When they entered the gardens the 
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soldiers stopped playing their music ; and a 
clergyman who was there, took the smallest 
Birdie by the hand, and led the troop round 
the tent, singing as they went. All business 
ceased. It was so very touching to see the 
little helpless things ; and one could not help 
feeling so very grateful that they had been 
rescued from misery to be trained up for 
glory. Afterwards, they went into a tent and 
sang hymn after hymn ; and when we thought 
they must be tired, they said with one voice, 
" No, no ; we could sing all night." 

By that Bazaar we got about £70 for the 
Nest : it was a great help. 

Towards the close of the year, as there was 
a great difficulty about beginning the new 
building, we thought we ought not to keep so 
many poor children waiting, as God was send- 
ing money; so we determined to leave the 
little cottage, and take a larger house ; this 
was done, and by the end of the year there 
were sixty-four inmates. The new comers 
easily fell into the orderly ways of those who 
had been trained to good habits, and so there 
was little difficulty ; and as time went on we 
were induced to increase the mm&st to ssv^etoj- 
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one. In every available spot of the house 
were the little beds laid down, and the assem- 
bly at meals was a goodly sight to behold. 
Down the centre of the room was a long table, 
occupied by the elder boys and girls, and 
round by the walls were high forms for tables, 
and low forms for seats for the little ones, and 
yet there was the greatest order amongst them ; 
and as they, with clasped hands, stood to sing 
their grace, and then quietly ate their food, 
you would have supposed that they had been 
carefully taught, even from their babyhood. 

Still wo had many difficulties in this crowded 
house ; no baths, no convenience at all for wash- 
ing either the children or their clothes, a few 
tubs in the yard being all we could manage, 
and we were very anxious that the new building 
should be commenced as soon as possible. 

In April, 1861, a piece of ground was pro- 
cured. It was a green field nearly opposite 
the house the children occupied. Just then 
the Rev. Alexander Dallas, who has been so 
blessed by God in the conversion of Roman 
Catholics, was coming over from England, and 
we asked him to lay the foundation-stone ; he 
gladly consented. 
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The day appointed was the 1 1th of April. It 
was a most lovely day, and the friends who 
went down to Kingstown from Dublin almost 
filled a train. When we arrived, we walked 
first up to the old Nest, where the children 
were all assembled, dressed in their new sum- 
mer livery. When Mr. Dallas came into the 
playground, they all gathered round him and 
sang a welcome. He spoke a few words to 
them, after which, all formed into a procession 
and walked down the road to the ground se- 
lected for the new building. 

The children took their places around the 
stone, and then all the other people stood 
around. The Rector of the parish ofFered up 
a prayer for God's blessing, and then the 
stone was put down. Some nice speeches 
were made, and then the children gathered 
into a group and sang many beautiful hymns, 
their voices blending so sweetly together. We 
all felt full of joy and thankfulness, and joined 
in heart and feeling in the children's chorus, 
" All glory to Jesus." 

After this the Building Committee worked in 
earnest. We will leave them at their work for a 
year, and continue the history of " The Birds' Ifesk " 
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In every large family there are troubles, 
and it would have been very foolish to expect 
that there would be none in our great family 
at " The Birds' Nest." But as time passed on, 
the bright days were more numerous than the 
cloudy ones ; there was more joy than sorrow 
connected with it. In the summer of 1861, we 
had our trials — great dark, black clouds came 
gathering over, but they broke " in blessings on 
our heads." 

In the month of May we had no money ; 
positively not a penny to buy the daily bread 
for the children. A friend lent £80 to go on 
with, but this had to be paid up, and we did 
not know what to do. In this strait a few 
little children met for prayer; they prayed 
that this money might be sent. On the next 
day a gentleman called and left £10. The 
children thanked God, and prayed yet again. 
Two ladies called and left £20. Again they 
met ; they just asked in a simple way for the 
£50 yet wanting. That was Sunday. On the 
Wednesday a lady called upon their mamma, 
and asked if the needed money had come in. 
Finding it was not, she took from her purse 
a fifty-pound note. " Don't mention my 
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name," she said. " It is the Lord sends it to 
you." 

Ah yes ! we knew very well how it had come, 
and why. Does not our Father in heaven say, 
" Call upon Me in the day of trouble : I will 
deliver thee, and thou shall glorify me." Now 
we had the £80 to pay our debt, and we could 
go comfortably on. 

About the time we were in this distress a 
very remarkable circumstance occurred. I 
was down at the Nest one day, and the matron 
said she was in great need of under-garments 
for the girls. I told her I had none for her, 
and that, now there was no money, I could not 
buy any material. She said she did not know 
what to do, for she had patched up all the old 
ones, and could only make out one a piece. 
She very much wanted one new one each, that 
would be five dozens. " Very well," I said, 
" we must ask God that this need may be sup- 
plied." I went home. In my absence two 
parcels of clothing had arrived from England, 
gifts for the Nest. I opened one, and found 
four dozens and four of the very article I 
wanted ; and nothing else. The parcel was 
accompanied by a letter apologizing for the 
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articles being all of one sort, as the young 
people who had made them could make 
nothing else. Great was my astonishment 
and joy. I made up the number from the 
other parcel, and went straight back to the 
Nest, and told the children how God had sup- 
plied their wants. Tears stood in many eyes 
as they listened, and they learned a lesson of 
trust in God they will not soon forget. It is 
wonderful to see how God was preparing the 
answer before the want came. All the time 
those little children were putting in stitch after 
stitch, they were working out the will of God ; 
and just when the need came, the work was 
ready. It is written, " Before they call I will 
answer, and while they are yet speaking I will 
hear." 

During this year of 1861, one of the first 
inmates lay ill of consumption. Her life and 
death formed the subject of a little book, en- 
titled " Not Alone," which we wrote while all 
the sweet things she said were fresh in our me- 
mories. We will insert it amongst these records 
of the Birds' Nest, as it is there written :— 
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CHAPTEE VI. 



"NOT ALONE." 

This little story is for the lambs in the flocks ; 
and it is written that they may know more of the 
Good Shepherd's leadings, that they may learn 
to be diligent " followers of them who through 
faith and patience inherit the promises." 

I think if you had seen little Emily, when 
she was first brought to the Ragged School, 
you would have said, " What a nice little girl ! 
I should just like to make clothes for her, and 
buy her some shoes, and take care of her." 
And yet her mother, who brought her, said 
that she was a very wicked little girl, that 
she was disobedient, that she told lies, and 
that she could not keep her any longer in her 
house. The ladies of the committee did not 
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know how to believe this story; and one of 
them said to Emily, " Is it true that you are 
such a naughty little girl?" She smiled very 
sweetly, and said, " I try not to be, ma'am." 

"And if we take you into our dormitory, 
will you try to be obedient?" "Oh! yes, 
ma'am; please take me." And when she was 
told she should stay for a month, such a look 
of joy came into her face, that the ladies felt 
quite sure the story was untrue. 

And so it was. Emily had always tried to 
be a good child at home, although she was a 
Roman-catholic, and did not know the true 
motives for obedience, and her mother was 
very fond of her. But by some means she got 
a New Testament, and when she read this, she 
found how wrong the Roman-catholic religion 
is, and she refused to follow it. Then her mother 
turned against her, and she made up the story 
of Emily's wickedness, in order to make people 
think she wds right in turning her out of the 
house. 

Poor child ! she had now no home on earth, 
but Jesus was preparing for her a home in 
heaven ; and because He wanted to make her 
ready for that home, He led her young foot- 
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steps as once He led Abraham, saying. " Get 
thee out of thy country, and from thy kindred, 
and from thy father's house, unto a land which 
I will show thee." 

Abraham went out that he might "receive 
the promises," and so did Emily ; for when 
she came to the Ragged School she had only 
head knowledge. She herself afterwards said, 
" I did not love Jesus when I first went there ; 
I only had Him in my head ; but He was- not 
in my heart. I did not get Him into my heart 
till I was there three weeks, and then I only 
began to love Him a little' 9 

Long before the month was out, Emily had 
endeared herself to her school-fellows and her 
teachers, but she was too young and small to 
stay in the dormitory for great girls ; so as 
soon as " The Birds' Nest " was opened at 
Kingstown, she was sent there. We hoped, 
too, that the air of the country would do her 
good, for she was not at all strong ; her face 
was pale, and there was a bright red spot in 
the middle of each cheek. 

At Kingstown she was quite a " mother- 
bird," loving and kind to the little ones, ten- 
derly caring for them, helping them in their 
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plays, and comforting them in their sorrows. 
Everybody loved Emily, except her unnatural 
relatives. 

Pleasant footsteps were these ! The Good 
Shepherd was leading His little lamb in " green 
pastures beside the still waters," and she grew 
in grace and in likeness to the Saviour. 

But there are rough places as well as smooth 
in the road to heaven ; it is " through much 
tribulation that we enter the kingdom ; " and 
the true follower of Jesus, although she be but 
a little child, will say — 

" I'll welcome still the heaviest grief, 
That brings me near to Thee." 

Severe pain in her leg, accompanied by low 
fever, soon obliged Emily to find a new home in 
an hospital. 

Here she was laid in a small bed, in a ward 
in which there were many other beds, and 
many patients came and went, some cured of 
their diseases, and some called to another 
world. But with Emily, month after month 
passed away with little change, except that she 
grew weaker, and the two red spots in her 
cheeks grew brighter, and the great pain of 
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her leg obliged her to lie in one position through 
the weary nights and days. 

Her little Bible lay under her pillow ; but 
at first she did not know how much consola- 
tion it would give her in her pain. One night 
she was lying awake, suffering very much, and 
she thought, u I know the Bible comforts many 
people ; sure there must be enough in it to 
comfort me." It was too dark to read it then, 
so she went over in her mind some of the 
texts she had learned, and she soon found 
what she needed : — " Whom the Lord loveth 
He chasteneth," and " I will make all thy bed 
in thy sickness." " These," she said, " I re- 
peated over and over again, and they did com- 
fort me so." 

Sometimes she had to go through painful 
operations. When speaking of these, she said, 
" I never could have borne them if I had not 
known Jesus ; but His arms were always around 
me^" 

Rough paths, indeed, were these to walk in, 
but the marks of the Saviour's footsteps were 
there ; they lay thick and close ; and Emily 
stepped into them. 

Her heart was moved for the miseries* <& 
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those around her; she thought of their dark- 
ness and ignorance ; she knew that many of 
them were as she once was, ignorant of the 
only true source of comfort, and she prayed 
that God would enable her to speak to some of 
them, and lead them to Jesus. 

Lying in the next bed was a poor woman, 
and with her Emily commenced her missionary 
work. She repeated over and over, texts of 
Scripture, until the dull ear of the poor woman 
took them in, and God opened her heart to 
receive them. Then Emily would talk to her 
in her own sweet way, telling her of the love 
of Jesus, and how He casts out none that come 
to Him. The poor woman came to Jesus ; 
and though she left that hospital, she was not 
long afterwards an inmate of another, where she 
died rejoicing in Christ as her Saviour. When 
the dear child was told of this, she did not show 
any surprise ; it was what she had* asked of 
God, and He had answered her prayer; and 
when one expressed astonishment that so much 
should have been learned in so short a time, 
Emily said it was no wonder, because the poor 
woman had been taught by the Holy Spirit. 

During this long winter in the hospital, 
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Emily endeared herself to all about her, al- 
though the false story of her " wickedness " had 
been told to all the nurses, in order that they 
might help in the cruel work of persecution. 
But no one minded these wicked stories, be- 
cause they all saw by her life what she was. 

As spring came on, it was thought good that 
Emily should spend a short time in the country, 
and her kind doctor provided the means. A 
lodging was procured for her at Kingstown 
with a Christian family, and it was with great 
joy she removed there. For a little time she 
was able to sit out in the small garden, and 
enjoy the sunshine and the songs of the birds ; 
and it was so pleasant to sit beside her, and 
hear her talk of heaven. She had a great store 
of hymns, and used to repeat them when they 
would express her feelings better than her own 
words. She was very thankful that she had 
learned by heart so many hymns and texts, 
but it often troubled her that she could not 
easily find the places of the texts she loved. 
A great many she could find, because in the 
Mission Schools, all the children learn the 
place when they learn the verse ; but many a 
text she had heard had sunk into her heart.* 
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and she longed to find these. She would often 
have quite a store of them in her mind, waiting 
till some of her loved friends should come in ; 
then she would say, " Please find some texts 
for me." One day she asked for three most 
beautiful ones: "The eternal God is thy refuge, 
$nd underneath are the everlasting arms ; " 
" His left hand is under my head, and His right 
hand doth embrace me; n " For me to live is 
Christ, and to die is gain," 

A lady who often visited Emily writes the 
following:-— " One day in September, I found 
her sitting in the garden outside the cottage, 
and her face brightened up so sweetly when I. 
said, ' I have come to stay a long time with you 
to-day. Shall I read to you?' 'Oh! please 
do,' she quickly replied. ' Is there any passage 
you would particularly wish?' 'No; only 
something about Jesus.' I chose some verses 
in the seventh chapter of the Revelation, about 
the happy ones arrayed in white robes, and then 
I read that nice hymn — 

" ' Oh ! cheer thee, cheer thee, suffering saint.' 
The fourth verse she liked very much — 
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" ' Yes He will cheer thee, He will prove 
The soul, encircled by His love, 
Can meekly, 'midst its anguish, say — 
" Still will I trust Him, though He slay;" 
And He will make His words thine own, 
Father, Thy will, not mine, be done.' 

4 Yes,' she said, ' that is what I try to do.' " 

Thus was dear Emily following Jesus; and 
oh ! how He comforted her ! Often, in the 
still hours of the night, she felt that Jesus was 
near, and that she was " not alone." Some- 
times she longed for the time when Jesus 
would take her to Himself; "But," she said, 
" I try to have no will about it ; whatever my 
Heavenly Father sees to be best for me, I shall 
like." 

As winter came on, Emily grew worse ; and 
by-and-bye she was not able to leave her bed. 

One Sunday in October, her kind friend 
visited her. She was suffering extremely, 
another abscess having formed, and the poor 
dear child was too weak to get up, and yet 
was suffering too much to allow her to he 
down. Her poor pale face brightened up, as it 
always did on seeing those she loved, and she 
smiled so sweetly and gratefully at having her 
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back propped up with pillows. Her first 
words were, " I am so weary, so very weary, 
I cannot get up, and I cannot lie down, I am 
so weary." 

" Well, dear, there is rest at home ; there is 
no pain there, but only joy and peace. Would 
you like, Emily dear, to go home?" Her eyes 
beamed with such delight as she said, " Oh ! in- 
deed, indeed I would." 

After speaking to her for some time longer 
about home, and the joy of seeing Jesus face to 
face, and being for ever in our Father's bouse, 
she said, "But don't you think that I shall enjoy 
heaven more than you? it will be such rest 
Oh ! I love to think of the rest; it is no nice — is 
it not?" 

Speaking on the same subject to another 
friend, she said, u If we were at school, how 
glad we would be when the holidays drew 
near, and the time came for us to go home. 
And how glad /shall be when the call comes 
for me to go home. When people are in a 
ship, and when it has been very stormy, they 
enjoy reaching the harbour far more than 
when they have had a good passage, so I do 
be often thinking that I shall enjoy heaven 
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much more than those who never had any 
pain." 

Poor Emily! it was no wonder she longed 
for home and rest — her's was indeed a stormy 
passage; but the bright light of heaven 
streamed on the waters, and this light bright- 
ened up the common things of life, and she 
saw all things in the light of God. One day 
a friend brought her some fruit ; she said, 
" What beautiful fruit ! how it reminds me of 
the fruit that grows on the tree of life, in the 
midst of the paradise of God, which He will 
give me to eat of." Another day, some time 
after, a friend brought her a bit of hawthorn, 
on which the leaves were bursting out in their 
fresh spring green ; she looked at it, and said, 
" Isn't it like as if God's smiles were coming 
down to us?" 

During one night in November she was 
much worse than usual. Towards morning 
she said to the kind friends with whom she 
lodged, "I thought a while ago that I was 
dying, and that the Lord Jesus Christ stood 
by my bedside, smiling at me, and He told 
me not to fear, that I would be with Him 
before long. I should like to see Mrs. S , 
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my more than mother; but if I die before I 
can see her, I shall be one of the number that 
will come to meet her when she is leaving the 
world. Give my love to her, and to Mr. Eade, 
and Mr. MacCarthy, and tell them that I will 
love them all throughout eternity." 

Soon after this, it was thought desirable that 
Emily should be brought again to the hospital, 
that she might be under the care of the doctors. 

She could not bear the thoughts of this. 
" / cannot go," she said to her friend ; " I 
would rather die here." But a few words 
were enough to recall her to herself, and she 
whispered, " Pray that I may be ready for 
God's will in all things." Was she not even 
here following Jesus? Did not He, in pros- 
pect of suffering alone, say, " If it be possible let 
this cup pass from me: nevertheless, not as I 
will, but as Thou wilt"? 

When the day came for Emily to go, she 
called Mrs. F — , who had nursed her tenderly, 
to her, and putting her poor wasted arms round 
her neck, said, " God be with you ! We paitt 
but for a little season, then we shall meet agaid 
round the 'great white throne,' never to pari 
again." 
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The journey of seven miles into town was a 
very trying one to poor Emily, but God sup- 
ported her, and she spoke of Jesus as if He 
were present with them. She handed her little 

Bible to Mr. F , and asked him to read the 

14th chapter of John, about the mansions pre- 
pared. When he got to the end of the fourth 
verse he stopped — tears were rolling down her 
poor little face. She said aloud, " Yes, Lord, 
You have prepared a place for me, and You 
have a crown of glory to give me the moment 
my soul leaves this poor body. Oh ! that You 
would convert my father and my mother, that 
they also might be with me in that place that 
God has prepared for those that love Him." 

The latter part of the journey the poor child 
was too weary to speak. At length they reached 
the hospital. It was very hard to part with 
one with whom she had spent so long a time, 
and to be left alone in a little solitary ward, 
under the care of a strange nurse. Yet even 
here she felt she was walking with Jesus. 

It was Saturday evening when Emily was 
left in the hospital, and early on Monday, fear- 
ing she would be unhappy, I went to see her. 
She was lying calmly in her little bed, one of 
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her own sweet smiles brightening up her face. 
I said to her, " Do you feel lonely now you 
have left all your Kingstown friends ?" " Not 

now," she said, " but when Mr. F left me, 

I cried myself sick. Then it came into my 
mind, ' Sure Jesus was once left alone ; didn't 
His disciples all leave Him ? and didn't He say, 
" Yet I am not alone, because the Father is 
with Me ?" Sure God is with me, too/ I said ; 
' and I did get such comfort out of that ; and 
do you know, I haven't been a bit lonely since.' n 

For more than three months Emily dwelt in 
this ward. They were happy and useful months. 
A great deal of suffering of body ; but Jesus 
spread a great calm over the spirit of the tried 
child, and she felt that all was well. 

Emily was very anxious to be made useful to 
those around her, and spoke much to her nurse 
about coming to Christ. 

A little before Christmas, a young woman was 
placed in the same ward, whom Emily soon 
discovered to be a Roman Catholic. To this 
young woman she longed to speak, but felt a 
great difficulty about it. She told me of this, 
and asked if I would pray that she might have 
an opportunity given to her. 
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A few days after Christmas, I went to see 
her. She took hold of my hand eagerly, and 
said, " Sit close, I want to whisper. We had 
such a happy Christmas Eve. I was well 
enough to sit up in a chair, and we had a good 
fire, and we had our tea ; and then I was long- 
ing so to talk to that poor girl, and asking God 
to teach me how to begin, and she began by 
saying, * Emily, you ought to pray to the Lord 
to take you soon.' I asked why ; and she said, 
' Because, don't you know, on Christmas Day, 
and for twelve days after, the gates of heaven 
stand wide open, night and day.' ' Yes,' I said, 
' but not only then — the gates of heaven are 
always wide open, and Jesus wont turn away 
any who believe in Him.' ' I don't think you're 
right there,' she said. ' Believing is not 
enough. This is the way it is — we must do 
our best to make ourselves good, and then 
Jesus will take pity on us, and make up the 
rest/ I told her the story of the prodigal son ; 
how he had nothing but his misery and poverty 
to recommend him to his father, but how the 
father fell on his neck and kissed him. She 
liked the story very much, and said she did 
not know the Bible was such an interesting 
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book. I said it was full of such beautiful 
stories, and I would read some, if she liked. 
She was very glad. Then I sang for her, 
c Just as I am,' and she liked it so much that 
she learned it. Oh ! it was such a happy 
evening." 

That poor young woman went out of the 
hospital very soon after, and we do not know 
whether the seed thus sown has yet sprung up ; 
but we know that God has promised, that His 
word shall not be lost. 

And now dear Emily seemed to be rapidly 
passing away. We visited her very often. One 
day one said to her, " I'll come again to-mor- 
row." With a sweet smile, she said, " I may 
be at home to-morrow ; but we'll soon meet 
above, and oh ! won't I have a welcome for you 
there." 

Another day, her wasted hand was lying out- 
side her bed, and one said, " Poor little hand, 
how thin it is!" "Never mind," she said, 
" it will be fashioned like unto His glorious 
body." 

On one of the last days of her life she sent 
a message to her former schoolfellows. She 
said, " Tell all who remember me to come to 
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Jesus ; tell them that, in my dying hour, He 
is more to me than all His promises. I am 
dying ; but, oh ! tell them all to come to Jesus." 

Thus lived dear Emily ; and one morning, 
when we went to the hospital, she was gone. 
Her sweet face was not any whiter than usual, 
but there was the settled calm of death upon it. 
We thought of Enoch's translation, and we 
could say, " Emily walked with God, and she is 
not, for He has taken her." 

And now, dear lambs of the flock, may God 
bless you, and give to each of you more and 
more of His Holy Spirit, that you may fol- 
low Emily as she followed Christ ; for " we 
desire that every one of you do show the same 
diligence, to the full assurance of hope unto the 
end." (Heb.vi. 11). 
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CHAPTER VII. 

" The Lord shall command the blessing upon thee in 
thy storehouses, and in all that thou settest thins 
hand unto."— Deut. xxviii. 8. 

And now we begin a new year, 1862. In 
the early part of it we had great anxie- 
ties about the sick children, so many chil- 
blained feet, sore heads, and such things. We 
often longed for the fine weather to come, and 
the new house to be opened. But winter has 
its joys as well as sorrows. There was a deco- 
rated school-room and a Christmas-tree, with 
plenty of tea and cake provided by a kind 
friend, to welcome in the new year ; and 
almost all were able to be present. And then 
there were the long pleasant winter evenings, 
when a good fire was made up in the kitchen, 
and the girls sat round with their work, the 
boys "with their slates and pencils, and all the 
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little ones on the floor in the middle, where 
the matron would sit amongst them, and play- 
all kinds of little games. These were happy 
times for the Birdies ; they cared not for the 
howling winds and driving rain. Once it 
might have harmed them, when they wandered 
forlorn and weary ; but now they were safely 
sheltered from the winter's blast. 

For the first four months of the year the 
children were still in the old house. It was 
situated on one side of a country road, in the 
outskirts of Kingstown. 

A field very nearly opposite had been 
chosen as the site of the new building. I could 
not tell you how often the poor little Birdies 
looked out at their new " Nest," as stone after 
stone was laid, and the walls rose, and the 
window-places were left, and then the roof 
was put on. And then the carpenters came, 
and doors were put in, and windows were 
made ; and then the iron railings were put up 
in front, and the gates in their places. How 
they wondered what it would all be like in- 
side! 

At last April came, and Mr. Dallas was 
coming over ; and though all the inside things 
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were not ready, still the school-rooms were 
finished, and we determined to have an open- 
ing day, on the 10th of April, exactly a year 
from the time when we all stood in the green 
field, and the first stone was put down. 

I must explain the plan of the building, or 
I fear you will not exactly understand all I 
shall have to tell you. You will see by the 
picture that there are two doors ; one has 
"Boys 1 " written over it, the other "Girls'." 
This is to suit the day-schools. You remember, 
that at first, the Birds' Nest children went to 
the Mission School ; now the Mission School 
was to come to the Birds' Nest. 

The large space between each entrance is 
divided into two rooms ; the one on the boys' 
end, is the infant school-room ; the other is 
the feeding-room. In this latter are nine deal 
tables, some of them very low, with small low 
forms for the little children ; others are higher 
for those who have longer legs. At one end 
of this room is a door which is opposite the 
kitchen door ; and all the way from the boiler 
in the kitchen, to the far end of the feeding- 
room, a railway is laid ; on it is a carriage like 
a table with four shelves. The plates of food 
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are put upon these shelves, and with a push 
from a child's hand, off goes the carriage into 
the room, stopping at each table to supply the 
children. 

Over these two rooms are two others, sepa- 
rated by folding doors. One is the boys' school- 
room, the other the girls'. Over these again are 
two large sleeping-rooms. 

At the end you will see there are several 
smaller rooms. On the girls' end there is 
first the kitchen, then two rooms for the ma- 
tron, two for the teachers, and one reaching 
from back to front, which is intended for any 
children who may not be quite well. 

At the other end are apartments for the 
master, and above, sleeping-rooms for the boys. 

On the day of opening, the folding doors were 
opened, and the two large school-rooms formed 
one very large room, which was beautifully de- 
corated with green leaves and paper flowers. 

These, with the new school pictures and 
maps hanging upon the walls, gave it quite a 
bright, lively appearance ; and when the bright 
spring sun shone in at the windows, our hearts 
quite danced with joy. On one of the sides, 
half-way down the room, was a sort of plat- 
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form, on which the gentlemen who were to 
speak, might stand. 

At two o'clock the children were all assem- 
bled in the yard of the old house, each # neatly 
dressed. The girls had new straw bonnets, 
which had just been given to them by two kind 
friends. When Mr. Dallas appeared they set 
up a great shout, and then sang a welcome. 
Afterwards all formed into a procession, headed 
by Mr. Dallas with the very smallest child by 
the hand. So they walked through the house 
and across the road, and up the stairs of the new 
Nest, the wonder and curiosity of the children 
increasing more and more. 

The large room was so full of people, who 
had come to the opening, that it was not very 
easy for the children to get in, in an orderly 
manner ; but people got out of the way, and 
before long the regiment of children in blue 
and white was nicely settled upon a temporary 
gallery which had been provided for them. 

As we looked round upon that large meet- 
ing, our hearts were very full of thankfulness 
to God ; thankfulness, that so many poor chil- 
dren had been brought together to learn of 
Jesus, and thankfulness that so many friends 
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had been raised up to provide what was needful 
for those children; so we could sing with all 
our hearts, 

" Crown Him Lord of all." 

Then there was an earnest prayer to God, that 
He would continue to pour out His blessing 
on the Institution, that every child coming in 
might be made indeed a child of God, and that 
the means may be raised, not only to feed and 
clothe the children, but also to pay for the nice 
new Home. 

Then Mr. Dallas spoke ; and he told about 
the Orphan Nurseries in Connemara, and how 
God had blessed them. He spoke particularly 
to the children who were present, telling them 
of the Children's Association, and inviting them 
to join them. He told about the kind friend, 
in whose memory the house had been built ; 
about the praying children, and how prayer had 
been answered. 

When Mr. Dallas had done speaking the 
children sang a very favourite hymn : — 

" There is a better world they say, 
Oh so bright! 
Where sin and death are done away, 
Oh so bright! 
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There music fills the balmy air> 
And angels all so bright are there, 
And harps of gold and mansions fair, 
Oh so bright ! 

No clouds e'er pass along its sky, 

Happy land ! 
No teardrops glisten in the eye, 

Happy land ! 
They drink the gushing streams of grace, 
They gaze upon the Saviour's face, 
Whose glory fills the holy place, 

Happy land ! . 

And wicked things and beasts of prey, 

Come not there ! 
And ruthless death and fierce decay, 

Come not there ! 
There all are holy, all are good, 
But hearts unwashed in Jesus' blood, 
And guilty sinners unrenewed, 
Come not there ! 

But though we're sinners every one, 

Jesus died ! 
And though our crown of peace is gone, 

Jesus died ! 
We may be cleansed from every stain, 
May all be clothed with peace again, 
And in that land of pleasure reign, 

Jesus died ! 
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This world is oft so dark and drear, 

Take us there ! 
We ne'er can be so happy here, 

Take us there ! 
Oh, listen to that music sweet, 
It comes so rich from yonder seat, 
Where all the saints in glory meet, 

Take us there ! " 

This was a very suitable hymn, because it was 
about the happiness of those who were gone. 

There were other speeches, and other hymns 
sung by the children. It was a very happy 
meeting. 

After it was over, a good many children 
waited to get cards, so that we counted up 
ninety-four members in the Children's Asso- 
ciation. 

And now that the Nest was opened, we were 
very anxious that the workmen should make 
as much haste as possible, and get out, so that 
the children might come in. The matron's 
rooms were finished first, and she came in to 
get all into order. There were new bedsteads 
to be got, new little beds to be filled with straw, 
and sheets and blankets to be prepared ; and 
every day the elder girls came over to help to 
hem and stitch. 
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In about a fortnight the moving day came, 
and many little hands carried over bundle 
after bundle; and there was such excitement, 
such rushing over the house to see all the 
rooms, such peering into presses, as only chil- 
dren who have ever moved into a new house 
can understand. 

It was not very easy to reduce all to order, 
as you may imagine. The new house required 
new plans, and new work; and the workmen 
kept themselves a very long time about doing 
little finishings. Just as we thought they were 
quite ready to go, a terrible misfortune hap- 
pened — the well ran dry! and there was no 
water for that great house and its inmates. 
Many schemes were thought of, for water must 
be had. The only thing that could be done 
was to dig a very deep well. At last water was 
found, but we were obliged to have a steam- 
pump to get it up. 

You cannot think what a time of trouble we 
had of it, all the long weeks when there was 
no water ; we never before felt the comfort of 
the last part of the promise, " Bread shall be 
given, and water shall be sure." During that 
time, we were glad when we heard the driving 
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rain ; for we knew the cisterns were filling, and 
for a time the want would be supplied. 

On the 30th of April we had a Children's 
Meeting at The Birds' Nest. Some clergymen 
who knew how to speak to children came. 

At this Meeting the story of little Pat Daly 
was told. He was a child who would have 
been put into the Nest, only Jesus took him 
right away to heaven, before we had a place 
ready for him. As many will read this book 
who were not at that meeting, we must put in 
the story for them. It shows just the sort of 
little children for whom we have provided a 
home in " The Birds' Nest ;" for though Pat 
had a mother, she had no work except a day's 
washing now and again. And very, very often 
there was no food in their home, and no fire ; 
and the story will tell how little of comfort 
there was for the sick child. It is a story of the 
winter time without the Jfjjflllg 8lto Jffrg* 
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CHAPTEK VIII. 

" He shall gather the lambs in His arms, and caret 
them in His bosom." 

When the messengers of the Good Shepherd 
go out to seek thosp who are lost, they can- 
not see the marks by which Jesus knows which 
are His, and so they gather in all they can 
find; and they teach them about Him who 
loved them enough to die for them, and they 
try to win them into the upward path that 
leads to heaven. 

Many of the children who are gathered into 
the earthly fold, never reach the heavenly ; they 
love sin better than holiness, and the broad easy 
road that leads to death, better than the narrow 
difficult path that leads to life. 

But many there are who learn to know the 
gentle voice of the Good Shepherd, and to fol- 
low Him. 

About three years ago a Scripture Reader, 
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out on his daily rounds of visiting, entered a 
room in which there were two children, a girl 
and a boy. 

The girl was about eight years old ; she hung 
down her head and looked cross, and did not 
like to be spoken to. The little boy was about 
six; he had a noble forehead and deep blue 
eyes, and he gave very nice answers to the 
questions which were put to him. Both chil- 
dren looked miserably poor and dirty, and the 
room in which they lived was more miserable 
and dirty still. 

Before the Reader left he had taught the 
little boy to repeat that nice little text you all 
know — " Suffer little children to come to me/' 
and both of them had promised to attend the 
Ragged School in the Coombe. 

With the girl it was only a promise, but Pat 
was soon one of the brightest little boys in the 
infant school. He liked all the lessons very 
much, but the texts and little hymns he loved 
more than all. 

Pat had not been attending the school long, 
when a great persecution was raised against it. 
Every morning a large mob assembled in the 
street to try and keep the children from going 
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in. Many little children were carried off to 
strange schools in distant parts of the town, 
and left to find their way home as best they 
could ; and many a poor mother was searching 
until late at night for her* lost ones. 

On one of these terrible days, little Pat was 
seized by a priest, who was carrying him away 
in his arms, when his missionary friend saw him, 
and, to the great joy of the little boy, rescued 
him. 

That terrible time passed away, and again 
the smitten flock assembled in peace ; and many 
were the prayers they offered up for their 
enemies, and many the thanksgivings that the 
Good Shepherd had so watched over them, and 
quieted the raging of the enemy. 

We don't know why it is, but sometimes 
God sends very great trials to even little chil- 
dren. He knows best ; and the roughest path 
is often the shortest, if it only lead right up- 
wards. 

Thus it was with this poor ragged boy; he 
had not been many weeks at school when his 
teachers noticed that he grew paler and thin- 
ner, and he complained of pain in his leg; 
then he had to sit all day, and he could not go 
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out to play with the other children; still he 
loved to come to school, and though he could 
not read, he learned a great many texts of 
Scripture, and a great many hymns, quite per- 
fectly. His voice was very sweet and soft, and 
it was quite a pleasure to hear him sing. 

But he grew worse and worse ; and just as 
the winter was over, and the sun began to warm 
up the homes of the poor, Pat had to leave 
school and go to an hospital. His leg was so 
bad, that he had to lie many weeks quite still, 
suffering great pain ; but he was so patient 
and gentle, that those around could not help 
loving him. 

A good clergyman who visited the hospital, 
used often to talk with Pat about Jesus, and 
listen to him while he sang his hymns. One 
day he thought the little boy was dying, and 
he gathered the other children who were in the 
hospital about Pat's bed, that they might see 
how happy he was ; and the children sang — 

" I think when I read that sweet story of old." 

While they were singing, the little boy kept 
his eyes fixed earnestly on his mother. He 
was asked why he did so. He said solemnly, 
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" Because I think she does not know enough 
about the Lord Jesus/ He then asked her 
to read the Bible, and attend the school. " I 
don't wish to stay any longer here," he said, u I 
would rather go to the Lord Jesus ; but, mother 
won't you do as I asked you?" 

Another day his mother was sitting beside 
him. He fixed his eyes upon her, and said 
solemnly, " Mother, I want you to go to heaven, 
won't you give your heart to Jesus ? Mother, 
pray to Jesus ; trust in Jesus ; He will bring 
you to heaven. Mother, do read God's Book, 

and listen to Mr. S ; he'll teach you. Oh ! 

mother, I wish you would give your heart to 
Jesus ; He would make you happy." 

He was told that a friend had been inquir- 
ing for him. He said, " Tell him that Pat says 
good-bye. n 

But this was not to be Pat's good-bye ; he 
revived, and after six months' stay in the hos- 
pital, was discharged as incurable. 

Again he was an inmate of the wretched 
home in which the missionary first found him, 
and there it was that I first became acquainted 
with him. 

It was a cold, snowy evening, in the early 
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part of January, and we had to walk very 
quickly through the narrow streets to keep 
ourselves warm. When we reached the house 
we had to mount three flights of winding stairs 
before we found the garret which was Pat's 
home. The door was standing a little open, 
and we entered without being seen. 

It was, indeed, a desolate place ; a broken 
chair, an old form, and an iron pot turned up- 
side down, was all the furniture. In one cor- 
ner was a morsel qf straw, covered with a bit 
of old carpet, which formed a bed. Although 
it was not more than enough for one child to lie 
on, it was the only resting-place for the whole 
family. 

In another corner of the room was a fireplace 
with a few smouldering cinders in it ; and, close 
up to the grate, with his face nearly touching it, 
sat poor little Pat upon a small bundle of rags 
— a poor neglected child, his face as black as 
the cinders which surrounded him, his hair un- 
combed and uncared, and his clothes worn since 
they had been sent to him some weeks before, 
never even taken off. 

When he saw us a look of joy passed over 
his poor little face, for he had often seen us in 

T5 
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the Ragged School, although we did not know 
him from amongst the other children. I said 
to him, " Would you not like to go to the hos- 
pital again?" 

" No," he said ; " I am going to a better place." 

" And what is that place ? " 

" Heaven." 

" Do you love Jesus ? " 

" Yes ; He died for me." 

" And what is Jesus doing for you now ? " 

" He is making intercession at the right hand 
of God." 

" And where did you learn about Jesus and 
heaven?" 

44 In the Ragged School ; I learnt it all there." 

Ah! how many little children have been 
taken from that Goombe Ragged School to 
glory; and when they meet together in the 
Promised Land, they will join Pat in saying, 
" I learnt it all there." 

We asked Pat why he thought God had sent 
him his sickness. 

" Because of sin," he said. " I think he is 
angry with me." 

We explained to him that it was sent in love, 
not in anger; for " whom the Lord loveth He 
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chasteneth." This satisfied him ; he had great 
faith in the Saviour's love. 

Before we came away, I showed the little boy 
a flannel waistcoat which I had brought for him ; 
he stroked it with his little wasted fingers, and 
said, " Thank you ; I shall be warm now." I 
felt very thankful to be permitted to join the 
angels in ministering to this heir of glory. 

The next time I went to see the poor little 
boy, I found him lying on the bit of straw in the 
corner. I had brought with me a soft sponge, 
a towel, and a small piece of scented soap, 
which I thought would tempt him to wash ; for 
he said before that it hurt him, and I'm sure 
it did, he was so very thin. He was quite 
delighted with the nice things, and ever after- 
wards was as clean as one could wish. I knelt 
down beside his bed to talk to him, for his voice 
was weak, and it was difficult to hear what he 
said. I asked him if he felt happy. u Yes, 
very," he said. " I'm going to heaven." 

" And why do you like to go there ?" 

" Jesus is there." 

"Why else?" 

" There is no sin there." 

"Why else?" 
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" There is no pain there." 

"Why else?" 

" Tears shall be all wiped away." 

" How do you know that?" 

" ' God shall wipe away all tears from their 



" What are you to Jesus?" 

" I'm His little lamb." 

" And what is Jesus to you ?" 

" He's my Good Shepherd." 

" And what does the Good Shepherd do for 
His little iambs?" 

"He takes them in His arms, and carries 
them in His bosom." 

" Do you know what David said about the 
valley of the shadow of death ?" 

" Yes. .* Though I walk through the valley 
of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil ; Thy 
rod and Thy staff they comfort me.' " 

" David was not afraid; but are you?" 

"No; Jesus is with me; His rod and His 
staff comfort me. Oh, I should like to die to- 
morrow !" 

It was quite wonderful to see the peace and 
happiness of this dear little child in the midst of 
his poverty, every little gift was received with 
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such thanks. One day a lady brought him an 
orange, the gift of her little nephew. " What 
message will you send him?" she asked. 

"Tell him," he said, "I wish him to be as 
happy as I am." 

He was asked what he did when the great 
pain came on. "I ask Jesus to give me 
patience," he said, " and then I can bear it." 

Only once I heard of his being at all impa- 
tient. It was Sunday morning, and the bells 
were ringing, and he thought of the many 
happy Sundays that he had spent at the Rag- 
ged School, and he longed so much to go again, 
that tears rolled down his cheeks. Then his 
mother took him in her arms to the window, 
that he might see the people go by, and this 
amused him a little. 

It was a great trial to him that his mother 
could not enter into his feelings. She was a 
Roman-catholic, and did not at all understand 
how any one could be happy in the thought of 
death. Pat tried to teach her that " the blood 
of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin ; " but she 
would not learn the lesson ; only when he sang 
his hymns for her she listened ; perhaps even yet 
the Holy Spirit may make her remember his 
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words, and she may learn to give up every false 
hope, and rest alone on Jesus. 

One day some little girls went to see poor 
little Pat. One of them brought some bon- 
bons, which had been given to herself; another, 
a toy. He was greatly pleased with these 
things, and he repeated some hymns for them, 
and he told them where he was going, and how 
happy he expected to be in heaven. He said 
that Jesus had a harp, and crown, and a white 
robe, waiting for him. One of the little girls 
could hardly help crying when she saw how 
thin Pat was ; but they were both very happy 
to think that he would soon be where there will 
be no more pain. 

It was quite wonderful how much know- 
ledge of God s Word Pat had, though he could 
not read. In the Mission Schools they have 
a little paper, with one hundred texts marked 
upon it, for the children to learn. This little 
boy could repeat all of these, and besides, his 
memory was full of Bible lessons, from his- 
tories and parables which he had been taught* 
He always kept his Testament under his pil- 
low, that any one who visited him might read 
for him. 
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The clergyman to whom Pat sent his " good- 
bye" from the hospital, went to see him, and 
talked a long time with him. Before he went 
away he asked what he should pray for. The 
little boy mentioned three things. " Patience 
to bear pain ; to take it away ; and that I may 
not be afraid when I come to the valley of the 
shadow of death." This last prayer was won- 
derfully answered. 

About the middle of the day, on Thursday, 
the 1st of March, I received a message that 
Pat was dying. I went as quickly as possible. 
When I reached the room, the door was a lit- 
tle open ; I went quietly in. Dear little Pat 
was lying with his arms stretched out, his eyes 
fixed and glazed ; his mother knelt on the floor, 
watching him. " Ah, ma'am, he's almost gone P 
she said. I knelt beside her, hoping to catch 
a last smile, but the breathing had ceased. 
Pat was singing the song of Moses and the 
Lamb. 

That morning, when he woke up, he put his 
two little wasted arms round his mother's neck, 
and kissed her many times. She said, " Did 
you sleep well, my darling?" "Yes, mamma, 
quite well," said he ; but his voice was changed. 



76 HOLLY AND IVY. 

She struck a light, and then she saw that his 
face too was changed, and she knew he was 
dying. She sent for their missionary friend. 
When he came the child could not speak, but 
he drew from under his pillow his little Testa- 
ment, and listened earnestly to the story of the 
death of Lazarus. He knew he was dying, but 
his prayer was answered, he had no fear in "the 
valley of the shadow of death." 

On the Saturday before, he appeared much 
stronger than usual, and sang many of his 
favourite hymns — " Here's a message of love ; " 
"I think, when I read;" and "Gentle Jesus, 
meek and mild." Of this last he was particu- 
larly fond. He sang it all through. When he 
had sung the lines — 

" In the kingdom of thy grace, 
Grant a little child a place," 

he said, " A happy, happy place for me." 

As I heard this, gazing at the wasted form 
of the little boy, I tried to think of the won- 
drous change from that body of pain, and mis- 
erable garret, to the happy, happy place in the 
bosom of Jesus, in the midst of the glories 
which eye hath not seen; but, oh; we could 
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not realize that — we can only say, " Thanks be 
unto God, who giveth us the victory through 
our Lord Jesus Christ." 

No stone marks the spot where Pat's little 
body lies, but the Good Shepherd knows it, 
and He will watch over it until the resurrection 
morning, when the trumpet shall sound, and 
the dead shall be raised, and we shall ever be 
with the Lord. 

When all the speeches had been made, the 
children of " The Birds' Nest" came up into the 
room and stood together in a group, and sang 
some of their nice hymns, and then he asked 
if any of the children present would like to 
take cards to collect. This question was very 
full of interest to us. I will tell you why. A 
few days before the meeting, we had held one 
of our little prayer-meetings, and we had asked 
for a special blessing on this children's meet- 
ing, and one little boy had prayed very ear- 
nestly that we might get fifty new collectors. 
You see. we were watching for an answer to 
this prayer. 

The cards were given out in different parts 
of the room by a clergyman and the secretary. 
They each took the names of the new collec- 
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tors, and when they were counted tip, we were 
almost surprised, and very much delighted, to 
find there were exactly fifty new members for 
the Children's Association. 



little 0ws like m. 

" Jesus, when he left the sky, 
And for sinners came to die, 
In his mercy passed not by 

Little ones like me. 
Mothers then, as mothers ought, 
In the placed where He taught, 
Unto Him their children brought, 

Little ones like me. 
Did the Saviour say then, nay ? 
No ! He kindly bid them stay, 
Suffered none to turn away, 

Little ones like me. 
When into Jerusalem, 
Meekly riding Jesus came, 
Children hailed His blessed name, 

Little ones like me. 
In the glorious heaven above, 
Through the gracious Saviour's love, 
Children bliss and glory prove, 

Little ones like me. 
'Twas for them His life he gave, 
To redeem them from the grave, 
Jesus died from hell to save, 

Little ones like me. 4 
Children, then, should love Him now, 
Strive His Holy will to do, 
Pray to Him, and praise Him too, 

Little ones like me." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" There are many little children now 

In heaven, with harps of gold, 
And harps on earth so beautiful, 

You never can behold ; 
And these little children play their harps 

So tenderly and sweet, 
That the angels love to listen 

As they bow at Jesus' feet." 

While all these things were going on, two 
dear children were absent, ill in the hospital. 
We take the poor children from their misery, 
and we try to shelter them from danger and 
harm, and bring them up for Jesus. And then, 
sometimes the Good Shepherd Himself comes 
and takes them in His own arms, and blesses 
them, and He makes them ready to go up 
higher. 

" For the Father's fold, it is warm and bright, 
O'er-flowing with love, and the door 
Is open to all of the little ones, 
For ever and evermore." 
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And then these happy ones, 

" 'Scaping the storms of this weary life, 
'Scaping the dust and the heat, 
Fly up through the great golden archway to 
God, 
To nestle for aye at His feet." 

One of these two was a dear girl named 
Hannah. She early learned to trust in Jesus ; 
and before she went to the hospital felt and 
knew that her sins were forgiven. And through 
those four weary months, when she knew she 
was to die, her soul was kept resting in Jesus. 
She was often able to be up, and then she would 
sit beside the little beds in the children's ward, 
and teach the little ones texts of Scripture and 
sweet hymns. She was much beloved amongst 
them all. She did not die in the hospital, but 
just a week after she had left it. She was happy 
to the last; her faith endured to the end; and 
she left behind her a testimony to the faithful- 
ness of Jesus. 

The other was quite a little child, about ten 
years of age. About three years before, she had 
been brought to the Ragged School by a clergy- 
man. He said she had no one to take care of 
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her; and as soon as there was room, she was 
admitted into " The Birds* Nest." 

She was a quiet, serious child, naturally of 
an amiable disposition, and gave very little 
trouble. 

She studied the Bible earnestly, and so 
learned the true motive for obedience. We 
could not tell exactly when she became one of 
Christ's followers. It was like sunshine on a 
misty morning; the light dawns and spreads 
about, but you cannot tell exactly when the 
sun rises. But before noon the mist clears 
away, and then there can be no mistake about 
the sunshine. Thus it was with Janey. It 
was only morning time with her when she was 
laid upon a bed of sickness, but then there 
was no mistaking about the clear shining of 
the Sun of Righteousness. Many a long day 
she lay calmly and patiently on her little bed 
in the hospital. 

One day when I went to see her, she repeated 
for me a little hymn :— 

" Jesus, only He can give 
Peace and comfort while we live ; 
Jesus, only can supply 
Boldness, if we're called to die." 



I 
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She repeated the words as if they came from 
her heart ; and when I talked to her about it, 
I felt quite sure that she was enjoying that 
peace. 

We had bought her a nice doll and a little 
Testament. We gave her the doll first, and 
she looked admiringly at it ; then we showed 
her the Testament. Instantly the doll was laid 
down, and with both hands she grasped the 
Testament; she had been longing so for it, 
because her Bible was too heavy for her to 
hold up. 

It did not seem to be any trouble to Janey 
that she had no relatives. She had Jesus ; 
that was enough ; and He supported her to 
the end. 

For five months dear little Janey lay in that 
hospital, suffering very much, but patiently 
"waiting for Jesus;" her calmness and peace 
reminded me of the words of a beautiful hymn. 

" One of Jesus' lambs am I, 
Near His side to keep I try, 
Near my Shepherd, loving, tender, 
Careful Guide, and strong Defender, 
Whose protection I can claim, 
And who calls me by my name. 
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Often in the cooling shade 
I am gladly by Him stayed, 
Then in pastures green He leads me, 
Out of His own hands He feeds me, 
For my thirst still water gives ; 
He who drinks for ever lives. 

Should I not then happy be, 
Since He takes such care of me ? 
And when these bright days are ended, 
By good angels then attended, 
In His arms He'll take me home, 
Never forth again to roam." 



Oh, yes ! Janey is now no more a helpless 
wanderer, but safe at home with Jesus, in the 
land where the inhabitants are never sick. 

Very soon after these two died, three little 
boys were removed to the hospital with fever ; 
we could not visit them because of the infec- 
tion, but they all died, giving to those who saw 
them testimony that they were lambs of the 
Good Shepherd's fold. We look upon it as a 
great mercy that we have a good evidence con- 
cerning all who are gone. It is dreadful for a 
child to die unprepared, to think of the outer 
darkness into which those are cast who will 
not come to Christ that they might have life. 
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Oh, dear children, you who are members of the 
Children's Association, what if you were like 
Noah's carpenters, helping in the work of saving 
others, and perishing yourselves! Oh! may 
God keep you from this doom ; may He early 
number you amongst His children. 



) 
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CHAPTER X. 

"Ye have, the poor with you always, and whenso- 
ever YE WILL, YE MAY DO THEM GOOD." — Mark, xiv. 7. 

Winter and Spring passed away, and the 
bright summer time came, and we had our 
bazaar. The little children came as usual 
and walked about in the gardens, and the sol- 
diers played music. These soldiers were in 
the habit of going down to Kingstown to play 
music for the grand ladies and gentlemen who 
walk upon the pier, but they never there had 
such attentive listeners as the troop of one 
hundred and fifty boys and girls, who now 
gathered round them, and marched to their 
time. After one piece was done a young soldier 
took a little boy in his arms, and began to talk 
to him. " What is your name ?" he asked. 

" Mickey — Mickey L ." 

" What ! where did you live before you came 
here T 
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" I lived with my mother up in the Coombe 
till she died." 

The young soldier started. He enquired 
further, and found Mickey was his own little 
brother ; he himself had run away from his 
mother, and had not since heard of her ; he 
overwhelmed the little fellow with kisses and 
cakes ; and, early the next morning, went to 
the Nest to wish him good-bye : he was going 
off to Canada with his regiment. 

During summer time the children take long 
walks, and they enjoy this very much. Often 
they get down to the sea-side and bathe. The 
boys are learning to swim. They have a great 
friend, a pensioner, who is a true-hearted 
Christian man, and he frequently takes the 
boys after school hours and shows them how 
to make fishing-tackle, small boats, and all 
such things. This is a great joy to them. 
They are so grateful to him. We do every- 
thing we can to make these poor children 
happy. I think Jesus would have us do this. 
He tells us to " do them good ;" and this we 
try to do by spreading around them as much 
of joy as we can ; and we have our reward in 
the gratitude and affection they show. The 
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members of the Children's Association have 
done much of this happy work. 

In the month of October we thought we 
would have a new kind of tea-party at the 
Nest. The members of the Association who 
lived about Kingstown were each asked to 
subscribe a shilling, and come to the Nest on 
the 13tb. With the shillings, cake, bread and 
butter, and tea were provided. The dining- 
room was decorated, and the tables laid out. 
For every six cups and saucers there was a 
small tea-pot, sugar-bowl, and milk-jug. Our 
plan was for each collector to be a tea-maker, 
and sit down at the table. At four o'clock 
the Nest children were all assembled on the 
gallery of the Infants' School, and then our 
visitors arrived. While tea was preparing in 
the next room, there was an examination, and 
some singing. This did not last very long, 
for the great boilers did their work very 
quickly, and tea was ready. In a wonderfully 
short time the troop of Nestlings were settled 
around the tea-tables, and the little girls, all 
impatient to begin their work, sat down to the 
tea-pots. But hush ! there is perfect silence ; 
all eyes are closed, all hands folded tQQS&st., 
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and now a fall chorus of children's voices is 
heard : — 

" Be present at our table, Lord, 
Be here and everywhere adored, 
These mercies bless, and grant that we 
May feast in Paradise with Thee." 

Three times a day they sing these words, and 
the voice of even the youngest joins, — it is 
very beautiful. 

I don't think there ever was such a happy 
tea-party as this given to, and enjoyed by the 
children. After it was over, we had an exhi- 
bition of a magic lantern. Many of the poor 
children had never seen one before, and their 
joy was very great. 

You see we have some days of great joy, 
we have also times of sorrow. Not long after 
this tea-party, measles broke out in the Nest, 
and before very long forty-three children lay 
ill. 

As they sickened one after another, they 
were taken up-stairs and put to bed. We en- 
gaged nurses to take care of them, and a kind 
doctor attended them every day : we were very 
anxious about them, but they all got on well, 
except one little boy, who was removed to 
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hospital with another disease, of which he died. 
He was a dear child of nine years of age ; he 
had only been six weeks in the Nest, but had 
crept into the heart of teachers and school-fel- 
lows. He died trusting in Jesus. 

During this time of sickness we felt very 
thankful that so many dear children could be 
comforted in the Nest — where would they have 
been without it — none to care for them? One 
dear child was very ill. I asked her had she 
any friend we could write to ? 

" I hav'nt got none," she said ; " only Mrs. 
S " (one of the Committee). 

" And where did she get you?" I asked. 

" In the Ragged School." 

Poor child, where would she have been now 
if there were no " Birds' Nest " ? 

Well, this time of trial passed, and Christ- 
mas time was arriving, and the Nestlings were 
all looking forward to it with joy. No, not 
quite all. One dear little girl was lying ill in 
the hospital; she never expected to go back 
again ; and we knew she must die. But I think 
I must just go back a little and tell you her 
history. 
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CHAPTER XL 

" Ye must not, when beneath the cloud, forget 
That He — whose love is sunshine — loves you yet." 

Mary and Bobby were the children of a 
kind mother, but a drunken father. They 
used to attend a Ragged School with two little 
sisters. They were very wretched, naked, 
hungry children. We pitied them very much, 
and sometimes gave them a bib or a petticoat, 
but it never appeared the second time — the 
wretched father sold it for drink ! He did not 
care what his little children suffered, and so 
through the long winter they came hungry and 
barefooted to school. 

The poor mother was very unhappy, and she 
tried to think what she could do to comfort her 
little ones. 

She determined to go to service, and pay 
some woman to mind her children; but she 
found her wages would only pay for two ; still 
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she thought it better to do that than all starve 
together. 

She took the two little girls and put them 
to lodge with a clean, tidy woman, and told 
her husband he must mind Mary and Bobby. 
He said he would, and the mother went to a 
place in the country. 

There was very soon a great improvement 
in the appearance of the two little girls, but 
poor Mary and Bobby grew more and more 
worn and miserable. 

Their case was brought before the Committee 
of The Birds' Nest. They agreed to receive 
them, and a message was sent to the lady who 
had applied for them. 

That very day, at three o'clock, Mary and 
Bobby went to their wretched home from 
school. The woman, with whom their father 
had placed them, met them at the door, and 
told them they should not come there any more, 
that their father had not been heard of for two 



With aching hearts and tearful eyes they 
turned from the door; they thought they would 
go to the woman who minded their sisters — per- 
haps she would have compassion on them. But 
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no: "I have children of my own," she said; 
" and your mother can only pay for two." 

Poor Mary and Bobby, what will they do 
now ? They thought of their Father in heaven, 
and they knelt down and asked Him to take 
care of them. When they rose from their 
knees, it came into Mary's mind to go to the 
house of a lady they had seen at the school, 
and tell her their troubles. It was a very cold 
evening in January, half-melted snow lay in 
the streets, and rain and hail came driving 
down, but the poor children struggled on with 
their bare heads and naked feet. Their hearts 
nearly failed them as they went up the hall- 
door steps; but Bobby seized the bell and 
gave it one sudden pull, and it rang, and the 
servant came to the door; his mistress was out, 
but he had a kind and tender heart ; he listened 
to the tale of sorrow, and took them to wait in 
the hall. 

It happened that the lady's business out 
on that winter evening had been to seek for 
these very children, and she had been unable 
to find where they lived. Great was her sur- 
prise when she came in to find them in her 
pwn hall. They began to tell their story, but 
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she soon told them the good news that they 
were to go to The Birds' Nest. Oh, how glad 
they were ! Little Mary dried up her tears, and 
Bobby looked at his bleeding feet, and then 
into the lady's face, and said, " Please sal me 
have sues dere?" 

Before many minutes the children were stand- 
ing before the kitchen fire, warming their frozen 
limbs; and then there was such washing and 
combing, and fitting on of nice comfortable 
clothes, and that very night they lay down to 
sleep in the happy Birds' Nest. 

Mary never quite got over her sorrows. She 
was very delicate, and talked very little. She 
was rather downcast, perhaps a little shy. During 
the autumn of 1862 her health grew worse, 
and early in November she was removed to the 
Adelaide Hospital. It was soon known that 
her illness was a fatal one, and we felt very 
anxious about her soul. 

One day when I visited her, I asked her 
would she be afraid if Jesus called her? 

She fixed upon me an earnest gaze. " I'd be 
very much afraid," she said; "I don't think I 
belong to Him at all." 

I spoke to her of His death upon the cross, 
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and how the way is open to all who will only 
believe. 

She sighed deeply. " I know all that," she 
said; " but I am not one of the saved ones." 

Many times we talked to her, but the same 
melancholy look was on her face ; we prayed 
very earnestly that Jesus would give to her the 
Holy Spirit, that she might be enabled to trust 
and not be afraid. 

At length, one Tuesday, it was the 9th of 
December, I went into the ward, and was de- 
lighted to see a bright smile on the face of my 
little friend. " I'm happy now," she said, " I 
know III go to heaven." And then, when I 
questioned her, she said, she felt her sins were 
laid on Jesus. Oh! how my heart rejoiced 
with her ! A few days after, when I again 
visited the hospital,, the nurse said to me, 
"There's such a change in Mary Jane; she 
has given up fretting." To be sure she had. 
She had found peace in Jesus; why should 
she fret? and there, hungup before her, was 
one of those " Silent Comforters," with a hymn 
turned down little Mary had learned to love. 
It begins — 
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" A mind at perfect peace with God : 

Oh ! what a word is this ? 

A sinner reconciled through blood, 

This, this indeed is peace." 

And then the last verse — 

" Why should I ever careful be 
Since such a God is mine ? 
He watches o'er me night and day, 
And tells me mine is thine." 

So for one fortnight Mary Jane lay calmly 
waiting for Jesus; but she did not expect to 
be called very soon. On Wednesday, the 24th 
of December, when the doctor was with her 
she looked very earnestly at him. When he 
was gone, she said to the nurse, " Nurse, I'm 
going to die." 

" How do you know that?" said the nurse. 

" Because when the doctor looked at me he 
shook his head. I know I'm going to die ; and 
oh, nurse, Tm not ready. 11 

She was indeed dying, and the tempter was 
near to trouble her. 

A thick cloud came over the child's faith; 
she could not see Jesus. The nurse called up 
Mrs. R to talk to her. She spoke of 



96 HOLLY AND IVY. 

Jesus ; His everlasting love, and how He never 
leaves nor forsakes His own little ones. But 
Mary Jane could not find peace. 

A little while after Mrs. R was gone, 

as the child was lying quietly thinking and 
praying, the cloud passed away, and she called 
out in quite a strong voice, " Nurse, I'm happy ; 
IVe found Christ again; I can sleep now, 
nurse;" and with a peaceful smile she turned 
her head and slept sweetly and quietly. She 
was getting very near the waters of Jordan; 
but there was no fear — Jesus was with her. 

As night came on she woke up and begged 
of the nurse to lie down. 

" You must not stay on your feet for me," she 
said ; " do go to bed." So she had to go for a 
little while to pacify the child ; but she soon 
came back ; she could not stay away. 

As the hours passed, Mary Jane grew weaker 
and weaker. She was very happy ; and about 
midnight there came a change. A beautiful 
light shone on her face; her eye was fixed 
upon something none else could see ; and 
about one o'clock the angels took her away. 
Not a sigh, not a struggle marked the last mo- 
ment. It was just before Christmas Day ; and 
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what a happy one she spent ! Her companions 
celebrated the birthday of Jesus on earth, but 
she is in His presence, where there is " fulness 
of joy." 



" Breast the wave, Christian, 

When ft is strongest ; 
Watch for day, Christian, 

When the night's longest. 
Onward and upward still 

Be thine endeavour ; 
The rest that remaineth 

Will be for ever. 

Fight the fight, Christian, 

Jesus is o'er thee ; 
Run the race, Christian, 

Heaven is before thee. 
He who hath promised 

Faltereth never ; 
The love of Eternity 

Flows on for ever. 

lift the eye, Christian, 

Just as it closeth ; 
Baise the heart, Christian, 

Ere it reposeth. 
Thee, from the love of Christ, 

Nothing can sever ; 
Mount when thy work is done, 

Praise Him for ever." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

" It is more blessed to give than to receive." 

Now I think I must tell you something about 
Christmas time in the Birds' Nest; and how 
the real Holly and Ivy, and the real time of 
joy, comes to the poor Birdies. If I give you 
the history of Christmas, eighteen hundred 
and sixty-two, it will do for a specimen. Well, 
there is a kind gentleman who lives near the 
Nest, and who very often watches the proces- 
sion of one hundred and fifty boys and girls 
going to church on Sundays, and sees their good 
behaviour there. 

About a fortnight before Christmas time, a 
very kind thought came into his head and 
heart. It was this: — 1 will give those dear 
children a real Christmas dinner — beef and 
plum-pudding. He asked a lady to manage it 
for him, and he would pay the money. This 
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lady had a kind heart and a wise head, and so 
she sat down to make her calculations. There 
were raisins, and currants, and sugar, and 
suet, and flour, and bread, and beef, and 
potatoes to be bought; and the first question 
was — how much of each would be wanted? 
and the second was — how such a great dinner 
should be cooked? Both these questions re- 
quired consultation and calculation, but at last 
the plans were all laid, and the children were 
told what their kind friend was going to do for 
them. There was a great clapping of hands, 
and a great shout of joy at the news. And from 
that time till Christmas-day, there was as much 
pleasure in the hearts of the poor little children 
in the Nest, as there is in the hearts of the little 
children who live in happy homes, and have 
kind papas, and mammas, and elder brothers and 
sisters, who they knew are preparing joyful sur- 
prises for Christmas-day. 

At length the Christmas-eve came, and on 
that day the preparations were to be made. 
Early in the morning, three carts, loaded with 
ivy, and holly with red berries, arrived at the 
gate. And the boys were sent to carry it all 
in, which they accomplished in a wonderfully 



100 HOLLY AND IVY. 

short time. Then, with the help of the girls, 
and directed by the schoolmaster and mis- 
tress, the room was dressed up. Such a happy 
time it was, the sun shone in at the windows, 
and the hum of the mingled happy voices was 
right pleasant to hear. "Many hands made 
light work." And by the middle of the day 
the decorations were finished ; then came the 
girls with brooms to sweep out the rubbish, 
and that was all that could be done in that 
room for that day at least, and the work was 
finished. Not so in the kitchen. There a 
number of the elder girls, headed by the kind 
matron, Miss Howard, were most busily en- 
gaged all day long, making those most wonder- 
ful things, plum puddings! 

It was eleven o'clock before they all got to 
bed, but no matter ; they were all too excited 
to be sleepy. And very early on Christmas 
morning the little ones were roused, that there 
might be time for much extra combing, and 
washing, and dressing ; really I do think the 
big girls had made up their minds that every 
little face should be polished so as to be a 
regular looking-glass, reflecting the brightness 
around. 
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But all this washing and dressing was over 
by breakfast time, and then the children went 
to church, all except a few elder girls, who 
had to stay at home to lay the tables. This 
was accomplished with even more care than 
usual. The cloths were quite clean, and the 
knives and forks polished up in a marvellous 
manner. 

The meat was roasting in the kitchen, and 
the puddings were boiling in the boiler, when 
the little ones came home from church, and 
they were all seated in their places at the 
tables, when the kind gentleman and his family 
and other friends came in. It did not take 
long to place the dishes on the tables, and then 
grace was sung, and several kind friends set 
to work to cut up the joints, and soon all were 
helped. 

While the plates were being washed for the 
pudding, the children sang some hymns, and so 
gave pleasure to the friend who was giving them 
so much. It was four o'clock before this happy 
dinner was over. 

I don't know whether the kind gentleman 
thought of the words of Jesus, — but I am 
sure many others did — " When thou makest 
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a feast, call the poor . . . They cannot 
recompense thee, but thou ahalt be recom- 
pensed." Oh, yes! in doing good there is a 
recompense now, in the joy and lightness of 
heart — and there is a recompense hereafter, 
for will not Jesus one day say — " Come, ye 
blessed of My Father, inherit the Kingdom 
prepared for you ; for I was an hungered, and 
ye gave me meat ; I was a stranger, and ye 
took me in; naked, and ye clothed me: inas- 
much as ye have done it unto one of the least 
of these My brethren, ye have done it unto 
Me"! 

These promises, and the smile of Jesus, are 
the Holly and Ivy to us, — the bright things 
of winter time. But when they are all fulfilled, 
and we live in His presence, where there is ful- 
ness of joy, there will be no winter time, for "the 
trees yield their fruit every month, and there is 
no night there." 

But we have not done with Christmas time 
yet. There were some little children living 
in England, and they wanted to give pleasure 
to the poor little Nestlings, and they set to 
work and made a large number of bags with 
pincushions and thimbles in them for the elder 
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girls, and they dressed dolls for the little ones, 
and when I heard of this, I said, " We must 
have a Christmas tree to hang all these nice 
things on. Other children heard of this plan, 
and they took up the idea, and some sent balls 
and tops, and some sent little books and mark- 
ers ; and at length there were enough things 
for each child to have something. 1 could not 
tell you what idea the poor little children had 
of a Christmas tree ; some of them had never 
seen such a thing, and so they puzzled over it, 
till they dreamed about it, and at length made 
up their minds that it must be something very 
wonderful indeed. And so it was. 

We did not set up the tree till one day in 
January. The children's friend, Mr. Dallas, 
was coming over, and so we waited for him, 
for it was to be a regular day of rejoicing. 
We opened the folding doors, and so made 
two great rooms into one, and then we set up 
the tree in the middle. It reached up very 
high, there were some pretty flags at the top, 
and each article on the tree had the name of 
a child upon it. Tables were set up around 
the tree, for the children were to have tea and 
cake, and they were to be questioned, and 
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friends were to be present to listen, and share 
the fun. The little children of the Nest were 
not allowed to see the preparations till all was 
ready, but they did not mind this, for they 
had a secret, too, and felt themselves quite 
important. I think I must let you into their 
secret. Well, you know Jesus said, "It is 
more blessed to give than to receive," and Miss 
Howard thought the Nestlings should, on this 
grand occasion, taste of the pleasure of giving. 
So she got a piece of canvas and prepared 
the pattern of a lamp-stand, to be given by 
the children to Mr. Dallas. She determined 
that each child should at least put in a stitch. 
This was not very easy to manage, but if Miss 
Howard once set her heart upon a thing, she 
would be sure to carry it out. She arranged 
the children all in a row around the school- 
room, then she took a chair and sat at the 
head of them, with the work in her hand. She 
then gave the order for a very slow march, and 
as each child came up to her, it put in one 
stitch. In this way all had a little share ; and 
the work was afterwards finished by some of 
the elder girls. It was quite a pretty lamp- 
stand. When it was ready a letter was writ- 
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ten, signed by all the children who could write, 
and the little ones 1 names were put down for 
them ; and this was the children's secret. 

Well, at last the time came, and friends 
assembled ; amongst them many of the mem- 
bers of "The Children's Association;" some 
who had given the things for the tree, but not 
all. Then the children marched in and took 
their places ; but the little ones opened their 
eyes so wide, and wondered so much at the 
beautiful tree, that they had to be lifted into 
their seats ; one of them tumbled over a form ; 
he did not know what he was doing. Very 
soon Mr. Dallas came, and then the children 
sang a song of welcome, which had been com- 
posed for the occasion, to the tune of " Some 
folks like to sigh." I must put it in here for 
those who did not hear it — 



" Welcome, welcome home, 

Father dear, father dear, 
Welcome, welcome home, 

We're glad to see you here. 
Join all with heart and voice, 

And glad hosannas raise, 
Well swell the song, 

Our Jesus' name we'll praise. 
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Once we wandered far, 

Father dear, father dear, 
Once we wandered far, 

But you have brought us here. 
Join all with heart and voice, 

And loud hosannas raise, 
We'll swell the song, 

Our Jesus' name we'll praise. 

Erin's children sighed, 

Long ago, long ago, 
Your arms were opened wide 

To shelter them from woe. 
Join all with heart and voice, 

And loud hosannas raise, 
We'll swell the song, 

Our Jesus' name we'll praise. 

Erin's children love 

To welcome you, to welcome you, 
You've taught us how above 

We'll meet the Saviour, too. 
Join all with heart and voice, 

And loud hosannas raise, 
We'll swell the song, 

Our Jesus' name well praise. 

In the better land, 

Father dear, father dear, 
A glorious angel band 

Will welcome you up there. 
Join all with heart and voice, 

And loud hosannas raise, 
We'll swell the song, 

Our Jesus' name we'll praise." 

When this had been sung, and tea and cake 
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finished, the smallest child, a little boy with 
rosy cheeks and curly hair, was lifted up on 
the table beside Mr. Dallas, and he handed 
him first the letter, which Mr. Dallas read 
aloud, and then he gave the paper parcel, and 
Mr. Dallas opened it and expressed his delight 
and his thanks. And then he took the little 
boy in his arms, and kissed him, and blessed 
him; and he told the children the kiss and 
the blessing was for them all ; and all the 
children looked very much pleased ; and then 
they answered some questions nicely ; and 
after that the pretty things were taken from 
the tree, and given round to the children; 
and there was such joy, and such wonder, and 
such looking at each other's things as never 
was known before. And then we thought all 
the fun was over ; but no, we were mistaken. 
A strange gentleman was present, and he was 
so interested in the little children, that he 
came forward and said that he had a nice 
magic-lantern, which he would be very glad 
to bring and show to the children, if he might 
be permitted to do so. Of course all were 
delighted ; and so the magic-lantern was 
brought, and the happy day had a very happy 
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ending. And I think you will all agree with 
me in thinking that the children of The Birds* 
Nest had indeed, what we wish to every one 
of you — 
A Happy Christmas ! 



€\xwimm gag, 

Tis Christmas Day — glad voices 

Awake the solemn sound, 
And happy voices in our home, 

And healthful looks around. 
Why do we thus keep Christmas morn ? 
It is the day when Christ was born. 

With little gifts that tell our love, 

With garlands on the wall, 
With thankful hearts and helpful hands, 

We keep a festival. 
Why do we thus keep Christmas mora ? 
It is the day when Christ was born. 

Full eighteen hundred years ago, 

Christ Jesus came on earth : 
He came, He rose, He died for us — 

We thank God for His birth. 
And therefore we keep Christmas morn, 
The day our Saviour Christ was born. 

Christ healed the sick, and helped the poor, 

While He was here on earth. 
Do what you can to be like Him, 

This morning of His birth. 
Help some one to keep Christmas morn, 
Hie day our Saviour Christ was born. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

"The memory of the just is blessed." — Prov. x. 7. 

I have told you a great deal about the history 
of the Nest, and now I think I ought to tell 
you what it is like now. Well, to begin with 
the outside. It is just what the picture repre- 
sents — a great oblong stone building, not at 
all like a real bird's nest ; I wish it was. I 
should like to have had it a cozy-looking place, 
with all sorts of nooks about it, porched doors, 
and dormer windows, and little chimneys popped 
about the roof ; and then it would have been 
my taste to have roses, and ivy, and creeping 
plants climbing up, and round about the win- 
dows and chimneys. And there should have 
been a nice green field round about, surrounded 
by a good quickset hedge. All this would 
have been very delightful, but would have cost 
a good deal of money. And do you know we 
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were obliged to put away all idea of beauty 
when we considered the plans for The Nest. 
The great problem we had to solve was, how 
to accommodate the largest number of children 
for the smallest sum of money. And after 
thinking and planning a great deal, we were 
obliged to take the plan that was the very sim- 
plest possible. It is ugly, I allow, outside, 
but it is economical and useful. The beauty 
is all inside. Who cares about the casket 
when compared with the precious jewels it con- 
tains ? who cares about the purse when com- 
pared with the money it contains? And so 
we do not care about the outside of the house, 
when we think of the precious jewels that are 
there being polished and prepared for the 
Saviour's casket* We are content that no money 
has been wasted ; and though a great deal has 
been spent — much more than we at first thought 
would have been enough — yet it is all put to 
good practical purposes. 

I have elsewhere described the plan of the 
building ; now let us peep inside and see what 
goes on ^there. It is just break of day, on a 
fine spring morning. The green blinds of the 
great dormitories are drawn down, but through 
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the line left at the edge, a bright beam of 
sunlight stretches in; it rests on a little iron 
cot-bed covered with a bright patchwork quilt ; 
it kisses the rosy cheek of a curly-headed 
sleeper; he wakes up and looks round on his 
sleeping companions. Forty-five such little iron 
beds, inhabited by forty-five such sleepers, are 
in that room ; but they are not to sleep much 
longer : one after another awakes, and before 
very long somewhere about a dozen of the elder 
girls come in, and the little ones are soon car- 
ried off to the washing-rooms down stairs, where 
they are washed, and dressed, and brushed, and 
then turned out into the play-ground to wait for 
breakfast. 

Some time before the streak of sunlight 
roused up the little boy in the infants 1 dormi- 
tory, the elder boys were up and dressed, beds 
were neatly made, and if you want to know 
where the boys are, you must listen for the 
sounds of scrubbing-brush, shoe-brush, or 
knife-board, for this is the time for household 
work for the boys ; and very much delighted 
they are to be permitted to take their share. 
Do you know we are quite proud of our boys, 
they are such pleasant, industrious fellows, and 
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so fond of work. Just before breakfast-time 
these busy workers assembled in their washing- 
room, to change their clothes and wash ; and 
when the breakfast-bell rings at nine o'clock, 
boys, girls, and infants are all ready to inarch 
into the dining-room. 

The sun never shone upon a happier set of 
children. It is a comfort to look at them 
seated round the tables, each provided with a 
good piece of bread, and a little tin can filled 
with hot cocoa. Breakfast is soon despatched, 
and then there is a run in the play-ground; 
and at ten o'clock the children divide into 
three companies — boys, girls, and infants, — 
each company marching into its respective 
school. And now begins new work, mental 
work, cheerful, happy seeking for the know- 
ledge of which many of the dear children were 
deprived so long. In any section of these 
schools you may have sweet hymns sung by 
first and second voices in beautiful harmony. 
You will get wonderful answering in Scripture 
texts and doctrine, and you will be surprised to 
find how much lessons are loved. 

While school is going on, cloaks, bonnets, 
and hats are brought out and hung on pegs 
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around the dining-room, each peg having a 
number on it, each garment hung on it having 
the same number, which number again belongs 
to the owner of these two garments. All this 
is in preparation for the walk which is to take 
place after dinner. 

At three o'clock school is over, and after a 
run in the play-ground, all take their places at 
the tables, and enjoy a simple but plentiful 
dinner, and then the walking-dress is put on, 
and all march out for regular exercise. 

Returning from the walk, there are various 
small occupations till, at six o'clock, another 
meal of cocoa and bread, and then the infants 
are all washed and put to bed, and the elder 
children go into evening-school. 

This is the regular routine of every day but 
Saturday and Sunday. On Saturday school is 
over at twelve o'clock, and the elder girls imme- 
diately set to work to scrub floors, which keeps 
them busy almost all day. On Sunday the 
children go to church, and have a Sunday- 
School ; it is a very happy day. 

Several little girls have responsibilities all to 
themselves. One has to take care of the tin- 
cans, another of the knives and forks ; another 
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is mistress of the wardrobe. She has to ke 
the room, with one hundred and fifty shelves 
it, neat and tidy ; and many of them a 
mothers to a certain number of the snu 
children, 

I only wish all the readers of this book cou 
visit The Birds' Nest ; I think they won 
all agree in thinking it the very happiest hon 
for poor children they ever saw ; and a nob 
monument to the memory of her who fir 
thought of having a Birds' Nest, and of her dei 
mother, the late Mrs. Whately, who, while tl 
building was being erected, left her earth] 
labours to enter her heavenly rest. Mother an 
daughter had been united in works of sel 
denying love in their lives. 'Twas fitting th* 
their names should be associated in so apprc 
priate a memorial. 
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CHAPTER XIY. 

After the first edition of " Holly and Ivy " 
had been printed, another of the nestlings was 
called away. Her history forms part of the 
Report for 1863 ; it must also be inserted here 
for the encouragement of all those who, by 
helping on the Birds' Nest, are setting children's 
feet in the pilgrim's path. 

She was a little orphan pilgrim. She had met 
with many trials on the way, but on Monday 
evening, the 1st of December, she reached her 
Father's house, and the Angel at the gate wel- 
comed her, for he saw that she had been washed 
and made clean in the blood of the Lamb, and 
on her forehead Jesus had written His new name, 

I want to tell you something about her pil- 
grimage, and how 

" With a childlike trust she gave her hand 
To the mighty Friend by her side ; 
The only thing she said to Him 
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As He took it was — i Hold it fast, 
Suffer me not to lose my way, 
And bring me home at last.' " 

The little pilgrim's name was Annie. She 
once had a kind, loving father, who took great 
care of her ; but he was taken ill, and he lay for 
a very long time in consumption. A kind clergy- 
man used to attend him, and read the Bible and 
pray, and the sick man learned to trust in Jesus. 
When he was near death he was very anxious 
about his little girl, and he begged of the clergy- 
man to take care of her. He said he would. 

The father died, and little Annie was left an 
orphan. The young clergyman did not know 
what to do with the little girl he had promised 
to take care of; so he wrote to his mother in 
Dublin, who got her admitted into the Birds' 
Nest. This was about four years ago. Annie 
was very happy in the Birds' Nest. She had a 
mild, loving spirit, and she learned very quickly 
the hymns and verses of Scripture ; and these 
hymns and verses were good seed, falling in 
good ground ; watered by the Holy Spirit of 
God, they took root and grew up, and brought 
forth good fruit. 

Annie was a very delicate child, and very 
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often was unable to attend school; but about a 
year ago she became more delicate, and we had 
to send her to the Adelaide Hospital, where she 
spent many months. She had a disease of the 
heart, and suffered a great deal of pain ; but she 
was very patient, and was much beloved by those 
around her; she was in the children's ward, and 
used to talk so nicely to the other children. One 
of them, who had come from the Birds' Nest, had 
very sore eyes ; and Annie was so glad when we 
lent her story-books to read aloud to the blind 
one. 

While Annie was in this ward, a little nestling 
died in a bed quite near to her. It was a very 
happy death-bed, so happy that Annie told me 
she should not be afraid when death came to her, 
if she thought she should die like Mary Jane. 

When summer time came Annie grew better, 
and she returned to the Birds' Nest, to the great 
joy of the dear children there ; but she did not 
stay very long. In the beginning of August she 
had a very severe attack of illness. We thought 
she would have died then. She was not at all 
afraid ; her trust was in Jesus. 

From this illness she partially recovered, but 
was soon again an inmate of an hospital, where 
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she remained but a short time. It did not seem 
likely that she would ever be well, and so, in- 
stead of sending her back to the Birds' Nest, her 
kind friend put her to lodge with a good old 
Christian woman, who could nurse her and com- 
fort her last days. You see her pilgrim path 
was a very rough one, but she had placed her 
hand in that of Jesus, and she knew He would 
guide her right. From this time Annie's health 
rapidly declined. She suffered a great deal of 
pain, but was so very patient through it all, it was 
quite a pleasure to do anything for her. Her trust 
in Jesus was unshaken, and she calmly waited for 
the change she knew was coming. She had not 
a shadow of doubt or fear. Just three days be- 
fore her death there came a change in her symp- 
toms, and we knew that her death was rapidly 
approaching. There was no difficulty in telling 
her this; she was quite ready. She received 
the news with a beaming smile. " I hope it will 
be very soon," she said. Her breathing was so 
bad that she could not lie down, so she sat day 
and night on a little stool, leaning her head upon 
the side of her bed. When any of us went to 
see her, she would so gratefully exchange the 
bed for our shoulder or knee. On Saturday 
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night she would not allow any one to sit up with 
her, only she had a candle lighted, and said 
Jesus would be with her. Several times in the 
night, when her kind nurse got up to look at 
her, she said, " I'm so happy ! I'm going to God ; 
not to-day, but to-morrow." 

I never saw anything so beautifully calm as 
the dying-time of this dear child. It did so re- 
mind me of the beautiful hymn — 

" Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are, 
While on His breast I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there." 

Early on Sunday morning I visited Annie, 
being anxious to spend as much time as possible 
with her before she was taken hence. 

She received me with her sweet, grateful 
smile, and so gladly changed her position to lay 
her tired head on my shoulder. 

For a few moments she slept, and waking, 
said, "I have been thinking a great deal of what 
you read about the gates of heaven, and the 
Angel at the gate ready to let in all Christ's 
children." Then, looking up with an earnest 
gaze, she said, " Do you think there is any fear 
of me?" It was a solemn question. How my 
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heart rejoiced at that moment to know there 
was no fear. I said, " Surely not; yon believe 
in Jesus, do you not?* 

" Yes," replied the child; " I've trusted Him 
long. No no," she added, " there's no fear. He 
said Himself, * Him that cometh unto Me I will 
in no wise cast out.' " After this her breathing 
was very laboured ; her eyes were closed ; we 
almost thought she was going. Her nurse said, 
" Dear Annie ! how patiently she suffers.'' The 
child roused herself. " Why shouldn't I suffer 
patiently?" she said. "It's nothing to what 
Jesus suffered for me." I said, " He looked for 
comforts, and found none." " I have plenty," 
she said, with a grateful smile. 

The dear child could not talk much at a time. 
Only at intervals she spoke her thoughts ; some 
of them were very beautiful. 

u I have been thinking very often of the very 
first verse you left me to sleep upon, * I will 
never leave thee nor forsake thee.' They are 
His OWN WORDS." 

" I think the angels will very soon come for 
me. I shall see Jesus. Don't you think I shall 
lay my head on His breast?" "Yes," I said, 
"like John did at the last Supper." "Only," 
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she said, " I shall have my crown — I shall be 
like Him." 

" I shall leave you soon, but we shall have a 
better meeting than this ; there will be no pain 
nor sorrow." 

Speaking of a dear little friend whom we both 
loved, who was in glory, she said, " When you 
come to heaven, Emily and me will both be at 
the gate with the angel to welcome you. Oh, 
1 wish I was there now !" " Well, dear," I said, 
" we must wait patiently." " Yes, yes ; * rest in 
the Lord; wait patiently for Him.''' 

Later in the day another friend went to see 
her. She seemed rejoiced to see him, and said, 

" Oh, Mr. H , I'm going to God very fast; 

pray for me." He prayed, and then talked to 
her of the things she loved, reminding her of 
her hymns, referring to one — 

" Fm a pilgrim and a stranger, 
Rough and thorny is the road." 

" That is not mine now," she said — 

" Fm a pilgrim going home !" 

All that night she continued in the same beau- 
tiful frame of mind. When they gave Let * 
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little wine, she drank it, then said, " No more. 
Ill drink no more till I drink in the kingdom of 
God." Once she said, " I'll give such a knock 
at the gate ! No, no, I forgot ; I shall have no 
need to knock — the gate is always open." 

Early on Monday morning I was again with 
her. She expressed a great wish to say good- 
bye to the kind friend who had been, as she 
said, a mother to her. We sent for her, and as 
soon as possible she came. Dear Annie took 
her hand, and thanked her for all her love and 
kindness. Seeing a tear, she said, " You must 
not fret. I shall be happy. When I get to 
heaven, I shall see my father ; I'll tell him how 
good you've been to me." At intervals through 
the day she spoke, continuing in the same happy 
state. Often she asked, " Do you think they'll 
come soon ? Oh, I want to go to God." 

In the afternoon I had to leave her to attend 
to other duties ; but another of her friends took 
my place. 

As the time passed away, poor Annie suf- 
fered very much, but bore it most patiently. 
After half an hour of silent suffering she sud- 
denly became calm. Looking up at her friend, 
§he said — 
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" Do you know why I am easy now ?" 

" No, dear." 

" I asked Jesus to take away my pain, and He 
has done it," she said. 

After this she fell into a kind of sleep. 

About three weeks before this time we had 
been in great trouble about a little girl who had 
been forced away from the Birds' Nest to be put 
into a convent. Annie was very fond of this 
child, and she prayed very earnestly that she 
might come back. Often she inquired if Agnes 
had gone to the convent. She said she would 
never cease praying for her. Now see how God 
answers prayer. On that last afternoon of 
Annie's life, little Agnes was brought back. 
She had resisted all entreaties and bribes to 
enter the convent-school, and now she was come 
back to beg for re-admittance. I hastened 
down to Annie's lodging to tell her the good 
news, but it was too late — her spirit had fled a 
few moments before, and nothing but the life- 
less clay lay there. Her work was finished with 
her life, and she was gone 

" Home ! where the Bridegroom takes 
The purchase of His love ; 
Home! where the Father waits 
. To welcome saints above." 
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On Wednesday morning dear Annie was laid 
in her grave. The words of our beautiful 
Burial Service, repeated over one who had died 
in such a hope, seemed to gather new force and 
meaning — " We commit her body to the ground; 
earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust ; in 
sure and certain hope of the Resurrection to 
eternal life, through our Lord Jesus Christ ; 
who shall change our vile body, that it may be 
like His glorious body, according to the mighty 
working, whereby He is able to subdue all 
things to Himself." 

"I heard a voice from heaven saying unto 
me, Write, Blessed are the dead which die in 
the Lord : Yea, saith the Spirit ; that they may 
rest from their labours." 



HYMN. 

" We speak of the realms of the blest, 
That country so bright and so fair, 
And oft are its glories confessed — 
But what must it be to be there ! 

We speak of its pathways of gold, 
Its walls decked with jewels so rare ; 

Its wonders and pleasures untold — 
But what must it be to be there ! 
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We speak of its peace and its love, 
The robes which the glorified wear, 

The songs of the blessed above — 
But what must it be to be there ! 



We speak of its freedom from sin, 
From sorrow, temptation, and care, 

From trials without and within— 
But what must it be to be there ! 



Do thou, Lord, 'midst pleasures or woes, 
For heaven our spirit prepare, 

That shortly we also may know 
And feel what it is to be there !" 
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CHAPTER XV. 

I am afraid you will think that a great many of 
our Birds' Nest children die, because I have 
told you so many histories of those who are 
gone. In reality there are only thirteen in all 
since the beginning, four years ago. I think 
the happy deaths are very encouraging. But 
this chapter is to be about some of the children 
who are alive and well, and in the Nest now. 
I want to tell you where they came from, and 
how they got into the Nest. 

When I was writing the thirteenth chapter, 
and describing the " curly-headed sleeper," I 
was thinking of a dear little boy, about five 
years old, who has been now just one year in 
the Nest. His name is David, He was our 
youngest Nestling for a few months ; now 
there is one younger named Dickey. Dickey 
has been adopted by a little boy not very much 
older than himself, who hopes to collect all the 
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inoney for him. These very little ones only 
cost £6 a year. 

David cannot remember having a father or a 
mother ; for when he was only a very little 
baby, his father went to America, hoping to 
send for his wife and little baby very soon. Bat 
he was never heard of again ; and the poor 
woman was so miserable, that she asked her 
sister to take care of David, and she went to 
America, too. I suppose she thought she should 
find her husband, but she never wrote a letter, 
nor was ever heard of again. Little David found 
a happy home with his kind Aunt. She loved 
him as her own. She was a Protestant, but her 
husband was a Roman-catholic. He never let 
her go to church, and he told her she must not 
read her Bible. But she kept a Bible hidden in 
David's cradle, and she used to read it when she 
was all alone, and she used to pray that the 
little boy might be one of Jesus' lambs. 

Some time passed away, and then there were 
three little children besides David in the house ; 
and their father began to think it was rather a 
plague to have one not his own, and he said to 
his wife one day, " I won't allow you to keep 
David any longer ; he must go to the poor- 
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house." Now this poor woman loved David 
just as much as her own, and she said she would 
rather live on a crust than part with him. But 
all her love and care was of no use ; the man 
grew more and more determined that David 
should go. 

In her distress the poor woman took the child 
to the house of one of the ladies belonging to the 
Birds' Nest Committee. She saw the servant- 
man at the door, and he took her message up 
stairs. He was told that the Birds' Nest was 
full, and it was no use taking up time to talk to 
the woman. 

" Ah, ma'am," said he, " he is such a beauty. 
I'm sure you would find a place for him if you 
only saw him." 

Then he brought the little child up in his 
arms to show, and we felt very much inclined 
to agree with the good man ; but it was impos- 
sible. However, when he went down stairs, he 
comforted the poor woman by telling her that 
he would watch for a vacancy, and let her know 
about it. When he said this, the little boy put 
his arm round the old man's neck, and then 
patted his cheek, saying — 

" You will be my fadder now." 
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Some few months after this, a little girl was 
taken out of the Nest by her friends ; and with- 
out saying a word to any one, the old man set 
off to the cottage of David's aunt. 

" Now is your time," said he ; " bring David 
and we will get him in." 

So the good woman came off; and, after a little 
while, the Committee decided to take in little 
David. So we dressed him in a pretty plaid 
frock some one had sent for the Nest, and a 
nice holland overall, and he was heartily wel- 
comed by the children at the Nest, partly be- 
cause he was so young, and partly because he 
was so pretty ; for he had nice flaxen baby 
curls all over his head, and bright little cheeks, 
and blue eyes. He was soon made a great pet 
of. I hope he won't be spoiled ; but we don't 
think he will, for it takes a great deal of love to 
make up to a little child the loss of its mother. 
David's life has not been at all a miserable one ; in 
this respect he is very different from most of the 
other children. One little boy, now about 
seven years old, was presented for admission 
about two years ago. I think I never saw such 
a miserable little child in my life. I did not see 
him until after the Committee had decided to 
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take him in. He was thought to be seven years 
old ; and the day I expected him I had pre- 
pared clothes which I thought would have fitted 
him. But he came — a miserable little object, 
about the size of a child of three — a poor, worn 
face ; his front teeth gone ; his dress — how 
shall I describe it ? There was a ragged sort 
of cape over the shoulders, and then a piece of 
old calico sewed round his body, so inlaid with 
dirt that it was almost impossible to touch it. 
But we took a pair of scissors, and cut the 
stitches. I am sure this must have been around 
him at least a year. He cried bitterly when it 
was taken off ; but when first a clean little 
shirt, and then a warm petticoat, and then a 
long-sleeved frock were put upon him, he 
laughed for joy, and stroked his frock down 
with his poor little hand. " Nice, nice," he said; 
and soon he was in the Birds' Nest, and had a 
snug warm bed to sleep in, and plenty of food. 
We had a great deal of trouble with this little 
boy. He had been so starved that it was diffi- 
cult to get him into anything like health ; but 
he is quite strong now, and is learning to read 
and write nicely. 

About three years ago a Scripture-Reader 
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visited a very old and very poor woman. He 
found she had four grandchildren to support, 
who had been deserted years before by father 
and mother. 

They were all Roman-catholics, and utterly 
ignorant ; and besides, they were almost naked 
and quite starving. The Reader told the grand- 
mother of a ragged school that was quite near, 
and asked her to send the children in time for 
breakfast the next day. They went, and soon 
became greatly in love with the school, and the 
nice things they learned there. 

But one day they were missed by the teach- 
ers. Another day, and another day ; and 
they did not come. Then the Reader went 
to visit them, and he found the four children 
weeping over the dead body of their grand- 
mother. They had now no relative to care for 
them ; but their sad case was made known, and 
the two elder boys were taken into the Ragged 
Boys' Home, and the two little ones found a 
happy home in the Birds* Nest. And so they 
are all under the tender care of the Good 
Shepherd, who watches over His little lambs, 
and causes His people to go after them, and find 
them, and bring them to His fold. 



132 HOLLY AND IVY. 

A great many of the children in the Birds' 
Nest have got no fathers, and a great many 
have got no mothers. I could not give the 
history of them all. If I did, it would only be 
like the roll mentioned in Ezekiel, " full of la- 
mentations, and mourning, and woe." From 
what I have said, you can imagine something of 
their former misery. I had much rather tell 
you, as I have done, of their present happiness ; 
and so lead those who have been our helpers to 
thank God that He has made them the means of 
so much blessing, and encourage others who 
have not yet entered upon the service of the 
heavenly Master, to join in this work for Him, 
that that may be a very large company to whom 
He will one day say — " Inasmuch as ye have 
done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, 
ye have done it unto Me." 
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CHAPTEE XVI. 

"Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with 
thy might." 

There will be some readers of this book who 
will want to know more about the Children's 
Association. You have already read the origin 
of it, and how it gradually increased, but you 
have not heard anything of the means the dear 
children use to help us. I must tell you. 

You know there are a great many of them 
in different parts of the land, and some work 
in one way, and some another, according to 
their different tastes and opportunities ; but 
there is one way in which many of them help, 
which is better than any other. I mean by 
prayer. Some of them join together to pray 
once a week; some appoint a certain time to 
pray alone, and some get their friends to help 
them to pray. Sometimes when we are in 
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great difficulty we write letters, and ask all the 
children to pray for a supply of our needs. 
The first time we did this was in October, 1861, 
when there were only about forty members of 
the Association. 

In that month of October the Committee 
met, and they looked at the accounts, and they 
thought of the number of children, and they 
said, We shall want three hundred pounds be- 
fore the close of the year, where shall we get 
it? and one said, "I don't know;" and another 
said, " I have got in all my cards ;* and an- 
other said, " I don't know a single creature I can 
ask for money ; w and another said, " we must not 
take in any more children, and perhaps there 
are some we can turn away." It seemed as if 
a dark cloud stood before us, and we could not 
see our way. Then there came a little bright 
opening, and showed some of the silver edges of 
the cloud. Yes, there was light beyond ; Jesus 
had said, " Whatsoever ye shall ask in my 
name, that will I do." So one said, " Wait a 
little; we will pray." Then the Secretary of 
the Children's Association wrote a letter to 
each member, telling them of the trouble, and 
asking them to pray that the year might be 



HOLLY AND IVY. 135 

closed out of debt. Sunday, the 3rd of No- 
vember, was fixed upon to begin to pray. In 
one family the letter arrived just as they were 
going to family prayer, on Saturday; a little 
baby-child of two and a half remained on her 
knees after the rest had got up, then she went 
to her mamma and said, " Mamma, I sure God 
will answer; I've prayed already." The chil- 
dren all got their letters, and made their one 
request. It was a special one, and we trusted 
God would give us a special answer ; and so 
He did. Good measure did our Father give 
unto us ; all we wanted, and forty-two pounds 
to begin the new year with. And so we were 
greatly encouraged, and began the year 1862 
with a good heart. 

We were greatly delighted to find, on closing 
the accounts, that the Children's Association 
had worked so heartily, that in that year it 
produced one hundred and eleven pounds, be. 
sides a good deal of needlework and a number 
of patchwork quilts for the children's beds. So 
you see how prayer in tljis case led to work, 
and how God answered the prayers of such 
little children. 

Another time we were very much in need, 
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and a friend sent fifty pounds ; when this was 
mentioned, a very little girl looked up joyfully 
and said, " I helped to get it." When asked 
how? she said she had been in her mamma's 
room to ask God to send us money. I am 
sure many dear children will be able to join 
this little one in saying, " I helped to get it." 
God only knows how many of the young col- 
lectors there are, who go in the dark to pray, 
and then come out to watch for answers to 
their prayers. He loves to see them come, 
He loves to hear their young voices, and He 
loves to answer their requests. Go on, dear 
children ; you don't know how strong you are 
when you have God for a helper. You may 
sometimes have to watch long for an answer, 
but wait on, pray on; and if you don't get the 
answer just in the form you expect, God will 
give you something better. We must put trust 
in Him. 

The second means used by our little friends 
in helping us is collecting. We have got 
nice little cards especially for them, with a 
picture on the back which represents real 
ragged children. On these cards sums are 
gathered from a farthing up to a pound or 
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more. Some children, who are successful collec- 
tors, have filled two or three cards in the course 
of a year, and raised from five to eight pounds. 

Some kind ladies in different places have 
gathered around them little children and given 
them cards ; and between them they have been 
enabled to support a child, or perhaps two, in 
The Birds' Nest. This is a capital plan ; I wish 
we had more such kind friends. Sunday-school 
teachers might take it up. This has been 
done in some places ; Juvenile Missionary 
Associations have devoted part of their funds 
to this object, and have got information from 
the Secretary to read at their meetings. Some 
friends have collecting-boxes. It would be 
nice to have them made of rustic work, in the 
form of a bird's nest. Such boxes would soon 
be filled, and the making of them would be a 
pleasure to boys clever in the use of a pen- 
knife and glue-pot. But I must go on to the 
third means of helping — self-denying labour. 1 
have been greatly delighted in the course of 
the last few years, to hear of the novel modes 
of getting money practised by our ingenious 
young friends. I must mention some of them, 
as suggestions to others ; for you know we are 
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told to " provoke one another to love and to 
good works." And yet there is some danger 
of our thinking those good works, which are, 
after all, lad works. Jesus only, who sees the 
heart, knows " how the gifts are cast into the 
treasury"; for don't you know, little children, 
men judge of your hearts by your actions, but 
Jesus judges of your actions by your heart : 
and when that is right, even a " cup of cold 
water " is a most precious gift. 

Some dear children have earned money for 
The Birds' Nest, by learning and repeating 
hymns and portions of Scripture, for which 
their kind fathers or teachers reward them* 
This is doing good in two ways : to the chil- 
dren who learn, and to the poor children who 
are thus fed. Some very little ones I have 
heard of, are very fond of sugar, and when 
they are very good, their mamma gives them a 
lump. When they heard of The Bird's Nest, 
they determined to save their lumps of sugar 
and put them in a bag. This they did ; and 
when the bag was full, their mamma bought 
the saved sugar, and those very little children 
sent me five shillings for The Nest. 

Some little boys have become gardeners for 
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the sake of the Nest, and earn money by weed- 
ing, and carrying away the weeds. Very little 
boys can do this. 

Some little girls have largely helped by sell- 
ing pretty things they have made themselves. 
In several places there have been juvenile 
bazaars held by both boys and girls ; and it is 
quite wonderful what th£y have been able to do. 
The children of a Free School in the* south of 
England have had more than one bazaar, in 
which the articles were sold for pins. I must 
copy out the account I got of the first of these 
" pin bazaars." It is a letter from a lady. 

" I have much pleasure in forwarding the enclosed 
thirteen shillings and threepence, a small donation to 
The Birds' Nest from the poor children of our Girls' 
Free School. "This sum is the proceeds of a pin bazaar. 
The articles were nearly all of their own making, and 
nothing exceeded one penny or one hundred pins. Some 
were priced two pins. The admission was by three pins. 
A few ladies kindly added some cakes, which were cut 
into slices, and sold for six pins a slice, which added 
much to the sum' total, and to the pleasure of the chil- 
dren. The pins thus obtained were afterwards sold, 
and realized the sum now sent ; which, although so 
small, will, I feel, be acceptable, if only to show the 
kind feelings of our own poor ones for those more des- 
titute little ones." 
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It was, indeed, accepted. I felt Jesus must 
look upon those children as He did on the poor 
woman who cast into the treasury " two mites, 
which make a farthing." 

We want much besides money for The Birds' 
• Nest — a great deal of clothing, and quilts to 
cover the little beds. Many children help 
us in these things. *As I was writing this 
very chapter, I received a neat little garment, 
made for some child in The Birds' Nest by a 
" motherless little girl." I don't know anything 
more about her than that, but if she belongs 
to Jesus, He will not leave her comfortless. 
Many of our little patchwork quilts have been 
made by very little children. Some in infant 
schools, where the infant monitress placed the 
work, and the infant pupils put in the stitches, 
until the work was done. Amongst these, six 
were sent by some poor orphan children. With 
the parcel they sent the following letter to the 
children of the Nest : — 

" Will you accept these quilts for your little beds as 
a Christmas present. We are very sorry they are not 
better, but they are our first quilts. ' Suffer little 
children to come unto me, and forbid them not, for of 
such is the kingdom of heaven.' 

" No more from your affectionate Sisters." 
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These quilts were put upon the beds of the 
six smallest children, and they sent the follow- 
ing reply:— 

" Dear young friends, 

" We thank you very much for the nice little 
quilts which you so kindly made and sent to us. We 
wish you could come and see how nice and comfortable 
our little beds look, and we would sing some hymns, 
and repeat a great many texts which we are learning 
here. We send you a few of our text-cards, that you 
may learn them, and we will pray that the Holy Spirit 
may write them on your hearts. 

" We remain, 

" Your affectionate Brothers and Sisters." 

And then follow six names. 

These were very little girls in an institu- 
tion, but you see they found something to do 
for Jesus. Oh! there are none too young, 
none too poor to work for Him. When He 
talked about it Himself, He never spoke of 
the great things of this world, but of the loving 
heart, the kind word, the cup of cold water, 
given in His name and for His sake. 

Of the many children who have joined our 
Children's Association, some are not with us 
now. In the midst of their young labours 
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they have heard the secret message, " The 
master is come and calleth for thee? And 
they have gone up higher. Short was their 
working day, but long will be their joyful rest, 
for of each of these dear ones we have full con- 
fidence that they belonged to the fold of the 
Good Shepherd. 

Could these glorified little ones look down 
upon us from their happy home, I think they 
would say, " We did not work hard enough 
for Jesus ; do you who are left work harder." 
I think they would say, " Oh, heaven is such 
a glorious place ; do what you can to bring the 
poor children here." I think they would say, 
" There is nothing on earth worth doing, com- 
pared with serving our dear Redeemer." 

Are there any reading this little book who 
will take their place amongst the workers? 
Jesus is looking down upon you now, and 
longing to have you for His own. He says to 
you, " My son, give me thine heart." He says 
to you too, " Son, go work to-day in my vine- 
yard." There is a multitude to be fed — only 
Jesus knows how it is to be done ; but are 
there not many of you who are like the " lad 
who had five barley loves and two small 
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fishes?" Well, bring them to Jesus; He will 
accept and make them sufficient. 

We must never leave our rescued children un- 
fed, unclothed, and uncomforted. Our " Holly 
and Ivy " must be true evergreen, only looking 
fresher, and sparkling brighter, for the depth of 
the winter time, and the desolation around. 

But it does not grow of itself, therefore we 
want many hands to gather and bring it. If 
you want useful work — if you want pleasant 
work — come and help us to brighten up the 
lives of desolate little children ; come and help 
to supply 
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Author undertook to do she has done well ; the book will be a 
precious one in many households, and for young persons especially, 
we give it our heartiest recommendation."— Freeman. 

" Silverpen takes hold of your buttonhole, arrests your willing 
attention, and to your own astonishment you find that you have 
been listening for an hour when the time scarce seemed to be five 
minutes. The subjects treated of in this attractive volume will 
make it a most delightful companion when confined to the house, 
or when disposed to stroll over some of the localities con u nemo- 
rated. Like all works of the kind, any carping critic may 
condemn it for not containing things the Author never content- 
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plated, or for not making it a complete 'handbook' of London. 
But we can assure our readers it is both a pleasant and profitable 
volume, in which may be found many things new to all but the 
most learned antiquarian." — Bookseller. 

44 The geniality of spirit, the love of liberty, the earnest desire 
to honour the true heroes of our country, and the interest thrown 
around the story, are sufficient to cover a multitude of defects. 
The book ought to find a place in the drawing-room of every 
Nonconformist family, a position for which it is well fitted by the 
great taste displayed by the publisher in its production. Its 
valuable information, its sympathy with all sufferers for con- 
science* sake, its harrowing pictures of oppression, and its stirring 
tales of the glorious dead, make it a valuable contribution to the 
literature of the year." — The Northern Monthly Magazine. 

44 The hallowed spots of the volume are indeed the most hal- 
lowed spots, the homes and the graves of martyrs— of the men 
who dared to stand for freedom, and especially for religious 
freedom." — Eclectic Review. 

Presentation Copies, as boimdfor the Exhibition, 
ONE GUINEA. 



Post 810., cloth. With Portrait. Price 2s. 6d. 

A Memoir of the late Rev. Eustace 



Carey, 



j j 

Missionary to India. By Mrs. Cakey. 

"It abounds in interesting facts, eminently calculated to 
nourish piety, and to feed the fires of the Missionary enterprise." 
— Christi'tn Witness. 

" We shall hope to hear that the book has met with a wide and 
generous reception, and confidently expect that it will promote 
in a good degree the author's pious purpose of 'reviving' amongst 
us 'the missionary spirit* " — Freeman. 

44 We thank Mrs. Carey most earnestly for the volume, and 
trust that in every Sunday School Library, and on every Family 
Bookshelf, where advice of ours can have any influence, this 
Memoib will be found."— Juvenile Missionary Herald. 



In neat cloth, price 2*. 6d. 

The Newburys ; 

Their Opinions and Fortunes. A Glimpse of 

Baptists in England Two Centuries Ago. By 

Edwin Goadby. 

"Mr. Goadby has rendered his tribute of homage where it is 

most justly due.. We thank him for it HJsbovk ought to be 

given not only to our children, but to our friends, and diligently 

studied by ourselves. The Author honours the subject, and the 

subject honours the Author.*' — General Baptist Magazine. 
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Demy Boo. Price 6c?., by post 7d., 

England in the Apocalypse: 

Her election and reprobation proTed from Ker. 
XII., XVII., XVIII. 

All those who aro interested in the study of Proplieer in con- 
naction with passing and future events should read this work. 



Small 8co, doth, price 25. 6d. 

A Comparison of Prophetic Scripture, 

| With special refrrenre to the Antichrist, the 

I Second Adrent of the Lord Jesus, tho Eapture 

| of the Saints, and the Millennium. By Henry 

i Kelsall, M.J}. 

t 

j "Tfci* is b valuable Utile boolt h wry c] early written, and casting 

• nta-' light on the topic* tamed \n tln= litfe, * * • * we 

j cajuiiicpd our reader; to get tUia u^oliil manual." — EainOotr. 

I 

I I 

Engraved Frontispiece, price Is. \ 

The Great Excursion Train j 

To the International Exhibition. An Alle- 
gory. By Buhamah. With a Preface by 
Miss Whately. 



Pott 8co, price 5*. 

The United States and Cuba. 

By Jaiies M. Pbit-lippo, Author of Jamaica : its 
Past and Present finite, &c. 

« We cordiatlT ttiank Mr. PhiUlppo for his most instructive 
volume, and hope tlint the sale will be commensurate with the 
immens e labour its preparation must hare cost him.*'— Baptist 
Magazine. 
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I ' 

I Price 8*. 6rf. -each Series, poet free, 

i The Preacher's Portfolio : First Scries. 

AXD 

I The Preacher's Portfolio : Sec<md Series. 

J * Each containing Two Hundred and Fifty Out- 

lines of Sermons, by eminent European and* 
American Preach era of the 17th, 18th, and 19th 
Centuries, many of them never before pub- 
lished, several lor the first time translated into 
"Kuglish, and others obtained from works cither 
scarce or ont of circulation. 



Fifth Edition, Demy Svo, price lOd. 

The World's Jubilee ; 

Or, Some of the Benefits to be derived from 
Mutual and Co-operative Societies. By William 
Hann. 

"Your sugisresticmi :i> to the introduction "f the mutual prin- 
ciple of our building tocietfeA Into the otwmtion seems to me a 
good one, and wish you heartily sikjm-'sh in bringing the subject 
before the public/ 7 — Ttontui* Muyjui, Esq ., MJ\ t *±Mh August, 1867. 



Second Edition, in neat cover, price Is. 

Carter's Practical Gardener ; 

A handy book on every day matters connected 
•with garden routing Illustrated in colours 
with twenty-six geometrical designs for flower 
beds. 



In gilt doth, levelled boards, gilt edges, price is. Gd. 

The Philatelist, Vol. L 
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STAMP PUBLICATIONS. 



Fifth Edition, post free, Is. 6d. 
Illustrated with upwards of 300 well-executed En- 
gravings of Foreign Stamps. 

Dr. Gray's Illustrated Catalogue, of 
Postage Stamps. 

"The distinctive and masterly description of the exceedingly 
difficult, minute and, in many cases, important variations in the 
type of a stamp, is worthy of all praise ; the numerous explana- 
tory notes throughout the book are most useful, and th« general 
lucidity of the text render this Catalogue an almost indispensable 
companion to every philatelist." — Mount Brown, Esq. 



Fost Svo t in ornamental wrapper , 2s. 6d. ; cloth, 
5*. 6d. ; half-bound morocco, Ss. 6d. 

Moens' Illustrations of Postage 
Stamps. 

Upwards of 600 fac-simile engravings of the 

different types of stamps, and descriptions of 

more than 2,000 varieties are given in this 

work, which is acknowledged by all Collectors 

to be a standard authority. 

"A handsome, instructive, and useful volume is completed, 

which ought to be in the hands of every postal amateur; the 

-work is replete with much information, buth of interest and 

utility."— The Stamp-Collector's Magazine. 



In Illustrated Wrapper, fcap. 4fc>., price 6d., 

post free 7d., the Eleventh Edition of the ' 

Illustrated and Descriptive 

Price Catalogue of Postage Stamps, 

/..:. m Containing the market values of all Stamps, and 
Illustrations of the Stamps of every Country. 
Upwards of Two Thousand Tarieties are de- 
scribed in this Edition. 
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STAMP PUBLICATIONS. 



Handsomely hound in appropriate gilt cloth, levelled 
boards, gilt edges, price 6s. 6d. each. 

The Stamp-Collector's Magazine, 

Vol. III., IV. and Y., each Illustrated with 
numerous Engravings of Newly-issued and Rare 
Stamps. 

All purchasers of these Volumes are entitled to receive 

gratis with each, Twelve Unobliterated Foreign and 

Colonial Postage Stamps. 



The " Mulready" Series of Foreign 
Stamp Albums, 

Brought up to the present time, spaoes being 
provided for all new issues, including Guate- 
mala, Bolivia, Turks Islands, Virgin Islands, 
Heligoland, Servia, Cashmere, Salvador, &c. 

No. 1. Small oblong, cloth, post free, Is. 6d. 

No. 2. Fcap. 4to, cloth, sprinkled edges, post free, 

2s. 6d. 
No. 3. Fcap. 4to, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 

with illustrated guide to the collection of upwards 

of 2000 varieties, post free, 3s. 6d. 

" Tbey combine excellence with extreme cheapness ; the bind- 
ing of an is neat and unpretending, and the printing is remark- 
ably well done."— Stamp Collector* Magazine. 

u These albums are invaluable to collectors of postage stamps, 
and from their very reasonable price are within the reach of any 
of our boys whose inclinations lean in that direction They are 

§ot up in a neat and elegant style, and unlike too many articles of 
lie same sort, do not fan to pieces after they have been opened 
half-a-dozen times. In firot, without occupying space unneces- 
sarily to indulge in testacies, we can heartily, say that they are 
everything that can be desired."— Routledge's Magazine for Boys. 
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Post Svo, cloth t price 6*. Gd. 

The West Coast of Africa, 

And its Islands. Adventures, and Observations, 
lliarnricn.! and Descriptive Sketches of Madeira, 
Canary und Cape Yord Islands ; their Climates, 
Inhabitant*, mid Productions j Aoconnts of 
Placr^, Pooplos, Customs, Trade, Ac., &c, &c. 
Uy liev. Cn vs. W. Thou as, M.A.. Chaplain to 
the African Squadron in 1855, 185ti, and 1857. 



Royal Svo., iciih illustrations, cloth, levelled boards, 
price 10s. Gel. 

The Local Records of Stockton and 
the Neighbourhood ; 

A Register of Memorable Events chronologi- 
cally arranged, which have occurred in and near 
Stockton- Ward and the North-eastern parts of 
Clevoland. By Thomas Richmond. 



I 



Demy 800, with Haps tind Plates, cloth, gilt edges, 

price 12*. ( 

1 

A Survey of the Holy Land : 

Its Geography, History, and Destiny. Designed 
to elucidate the Imagery and Oriental allusimg 
of Scripture, and demonstrate the Fulfilment of 
Prophecy. By the Rev. J. T. BAnnister, LIj.D., 
Author of Chart of the Holy Land, Incidents of 
Jewish History, &c. 
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